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THE 

TRAGEDIE 

of King Richard 

the third. 

Conteining his treacherous Plots againfl: his 
brother C/4ra/<*. ‘the pitiful murther of his innocent 
Nephewcs: his tyrannicall vfurpation : with 
the whole courfe of his detefted life } and moft 

defer (ted death. 

k , 

it hath beene lately A Bed by the Right honourable 

the Lord Chamberlaine his fermnts. ■ 

By William Shakc-fpcarc. 






Enter Richard Duke of GloJIer, foluu 



N Ow is the winter of our difeontent, 

Made glorious fummer by this fonne of Yorke: 

And all the doudes chat lowrd vpon our houfe, 

In the deepe bofotne of the Ocean buried. 

Now are our browes bound with victorious wreathes* 

Our bruifed armes hung vp for monuments, 

Our fternc alarums chatigd to merrie meetings. 

Our dreadfull marches to delightful! meafurcs. 
Grim-vifagdc warrc,hath fmoothde his wrinkled front. 
And now inftcad of mounting barbed fteedes, 
Tofrightthefoulesof fearcfull aduerfaries. 
l ie capers Nimblie in a Ladies chamber. 

To the lafeiuious plcafing of a loue. 

But I that am not ihapte for fportiue trickcs. 

Not made to court an amorous looking glaflc, 

I that am rudely ftampt Sc want loues maiefty, 

To ftrut before a wantonambling Nymph: 

I that am curtaild of this faire proportion. 

Cheated offcature by diflembling nature, 

Dei o i md.t'nfimfhtdcnt beforemy time 
Into this breathing world fcarce half made vp. 

And that fo lamely and vnfafiiiomble. 

That dogs barke at me as . I halt bythero: 

Wliy I m tins weake piping time of peace 
aue n° delight to pa fie away the time, 
a ", j r t0 m y Hiadovv in thefunne, 

* n , l ca ” t on m ' nc ovine deformitie: 
nd therefore fined cannot prooue a louct 
1 0 enterraine thefefaire well fpoken dales, 

A 2 lam 





lam determined to prooue a villaine. 

And hate the idle pleafurcs ofthefe daies: 

Plots haucllaid/mduftious dangerous, 

By drunken Prophefics, libels and dreames, 
Tofct my brother Clarence and the King 

In deadly hate the one againft the other, • 

And if King Edward he as true and iuft, 

As I am fub tile, falfe, arid trecherous : 

This day fhould CJarenceolofely he mewed vji, 
About * Prophecy which faics thai G. 

jf.Vivu* Jr Viii ir t fhnll PC. 






Diue thoughts dovvne to iuy foulc, Enter Clarence with 
Hecre Clarence conies, agardofwen. 

Brother, good dayes,what mearies this armed gard 
That waites vpon your grace’ (pointed 

0* His Maieftie tendering my 'perfons lafety hath ap- 
This conduft to conuey me to the tower. 

Glo. Vpon whatcaufc? 

£k, Bccaufe my name is George: 

Glo. Alacke my Lord, that fault is none of yours, 

He fhould for tharcommit your Godfathers t 
O belike his maieftie hath fome intent 
That you fhall be new chi iff ned in the tower. 

But whats the matter Clarence may I know* 

Clei. Yea Richard when! know i for I proteft 
As yet I do not, but ^is I can learne, 

He harkens after prophecies and dreames. 

And from the crolTe-rowe pfuckcs the letter G: 

And faies a wizard told him that by G, 

His ifliie difinhented fhould be. 

And for my name of George begins with G, 

It followes in his thought that I am he. 

Thefe as I learne and fuch like toies as thefe, 

Haue mooued his highncfle to commit me now* 

Glo, Why this it is when men are ruldc by women* 

Tis riot the King that fends you to the tower, 

My Lady Gray his wife, Clarence tis fhe. 

That tempts him to this extremitie: , 






• ■ ^ 

Anthony Wooduile htr brother there,; 

That made him fend Lord Haftings to the rower, 

From w hence this prefent day he is deliucrcd?' 

We are not fafe Clarencc.we are not fafe. 

Ck. By heauen I thinke there is no roan is fecurde. 

But the Queenes kindred and night-walking Heralds, 

That trudge betwbtt the King and Miftieflc Shore, 

Heard ye not what an humble fuppliant 
Lord Raftings was to her for his deliuerie. 

Glo. Humbly com plaining to her deitic. 

Got my Lord Chamberlainc his libertie. 

lie tell you what, I thinke it is our way. 

If we will keepeinfauour with the king. 

To be her men and weareher liuery. 

The iealous oreworne widow and her felfe, 

Since thafour brother dubd them gentlewomen. 

Are mightie gofips in this monarchy. 

Bro. I bcfcech your Graces both to pardon me : 

His Maieftie hath ftraightlie giuen in charge, 

That no man fhall haue priuate conference. 

Of what degree foeuerwith his brother. 

Glo. £ucn fo and pleafe your worfhip Brokenbury, 

You m3y partake of any thing we fay : 

We fpeake no treafon man, we fay the king ? 

Is wife and vertuous,and his noble Queene 
W ell ftrookc in yeares,faire and not iealous. 

We fay that Shores wife hath a pretiefoote, 

A cherry lippe, a bonny eye, a parting pleafing tongue t 
And that the Queenes kindred arc made gentle folkcs. 

How' fay you fir, can you denie all this’ 

Bro. With this (my Lord) my felfe haue naught to do, 
GYo-Naught to do with Miftreffe Shore, I tell thcc fellow*: 
He that doth naught with her,excepting one 
Were be ft he doitfccretly alone, 

Bro. What one my Lord* 

Glo. Her husband knaue,wouldft thou betray me* 
i? ro ‘ I befeechyour Grace to pardon me,and withall for- 

X om- conference with the nvjble Duke. (heart 
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We: 



Qa. We know thy charge Brokenbury ,and will obey. 
Glo. We are the Queenes abiefts and muft obey. 
Brother fare well, I will vnto the King, 

And whatfoeuer you will imploy me in, 

Were it to call KingEd wards widow fifter, 

I will pcrforme it to infranchife you. 

Meane eime this deepe difgrace in brotherhood, 

T ouches me deeper then you can imagine. 

Cla. I know it pleafeth neither of v s well. 

Glo. Well, your imprifonraent {hall not be long, 

I will deliuer you or lie for you, 

Meane time haue patience. 

Cla. I mull perforce, farewell. Exit Cla. 

Glo. Go tread the path that thou (halt neare returne, 
Simple plaine Clarence, I do'! cue thee fo, 

That I wilUhorrly fend thy foule to heauen, • 

If heauen will take the prefent at our hands: 

But who comes here, the new deliucred Haftings? 

Enter Lord Hfifhngt k 

Haft. Good time ofday vnto my gracious Lord. 
Glo. As much vato my good Lord Charoberlame: 
Well arc vou welcome to the open aire, 

How hath your Lordfhip brookt impnfonmentf 
Haft. With patience (noble Lordjas prifoners mull: 
Butl {hall liue my lord to giuc them thankes, 

That were the caufc ofmy nnpnfonment. 

Glo. No doubt.no doubt, and fo frail Clarence too, 
For they that were your enemies arc his. 

And haue preuaild as much on him as you. 

Haft. More pittie that the Eagle fhould be mewed, 
While kights and buflards prey at liberty. 

Glo. What newes abroad? 

Haft. No newes fo bad abroad, as this at home: 

The king is ficklv,weakc and melancholy, 

AndhisPhifitionsfearc him mightily. 

Glo. Now by Saint Paul this newes is bad indeed, 
Gh he hath kept an euill diet long, 

And overmuch confumedhis royall perlon* 



of Richard the third. 

Tis very greeuous to be thought vpon; 

What is he in his bed? 

Haft. He is. . ' 

Glo. Go you before, and I will follow you. Exit Haji. 

He cannot liue I hope, and muft not die, 

Till George be packt with poft horfe vp to heauen. 

I Icin to vrge his hatred more to Clarence, 

With lies well fteeld w ith weightie arguments. 

And if I faile not in my deepe intent, 

Clarence hath not another day to liue: 

W h'tch done, God take king Edward to his mercic, 

And leaue the worldfor me to buflell in: 

For then He marrie W arwicks youngeft daughter J: 

What though I laid her husband and her father,. 

The readied way to make the wench amends,. 

Is to become her husband and herfather: 

The which will I, not all (o much forloue. 

As for another fecret clofe intent. 

By marrying her which I muft reach vnto. 

But yet I run before my horfe to market: 

Clarence ftill breathes, Edward ftill Hues and raignes, 

W hen they are gone, then muft I count my games. Exit. 
Enter Lady Anne, with the hearfe of Harry the 6. 

Lady <±An. Sit downc fit downe.your honourable lord 
If honor may be fhrowded in a hearfe, 

Whileft I a.while obfequioufly lament 
The vnfimely fall ofvcrtuousL-aneafter, [■, 

Poore kei- cold figure, ofa holy King, 

Pale aflies ofthe houfe of Lancaftcr, 

Tboubloudlefle remnant of that royall blond,. 

Be it lawfull that I inuocate thy ghoft. 

To heare the lament ations of poorc Anne, 

Wife to thy Edward, t« thy flaughtered fonne, 
btabd by the felfefanie hands that made thefe holes. 

Loe in thofe windowes that let forth thy life, 
powre the helplcffe balme of my poorc eyes, 

Curft be the hand that made thefe fatall holes, 

Curft be the heart that hadthc heart to dbifc 






More direfull bap betide that hated wrcteh, 

That makes vs wretched by the death of thec: : 

Then I can wifh to adder s,fpiders,toades, 

Or any creeping venomdc thing that hues, j .V * 

If cuer he haue child, abovtiue be it, .l ' <> 

Prodigious and vnrimely brought to light: .-'A, 

Whole vgly andynnaturall afpeft. 

May fright the hopeful! mother at the view. 

If cuer he haue wifc,!etherbc made 
As miferable by the death of him, 

As I am made by my paore Lord and tlrec. 

Come now towards Chci'tfcy with your holy load?, 

Taken ftom'Paules to be inferred rherfc: ■ 

And Rill as„you are wearie of the waight, 

Reft you whiles I lament King Henries corfe. 

•••• -r • -i •!> iEnter Glofter. 

Glo. Stay you that bearc theseoife and fet it dovvrie. 

La. What blacke magitian coniures vp this fiend, 

To Rop deuoted charitable deedes? 

Glo. Villaine fet dovvne the corfe,pr by : S. Paulo, 1 

lie make acorfe of hi ttuhaf dtfo b eye s . 

Gent. 'My'Lotdiftandbacke and let thecoffinqiaRi^aV, 

Glo. Vnmanerd dog,Rand thou when I command, 
Adbnce'thy Halbert higher then my breR, . - T. ’* 
Orby Saint Paulc 1 leflrifeetbee to iftyfootc, -on • !i1t 

And fpurne vpontheefeeggexfer<hp Boldneffe- Isb ^ 

La. What do y ybQ ulhfrai 1? • T v : i y j 
Alas, I blame you not,£bt' you arc fnettall, 

And mortall eyes cannot^ndufe the diuell;’ *y -•» 

Auaunt thoUtdffcadinll miriiRer oflicll, i ^ • - 
Thou had R but powe/bilerh.is'moitallbody. 

His foule thou canftn’ot-!iaae,thercforebe gone, 1 

_ Glo. SweeteSaint,for Charity Ive hot fo fculft. 1 

La. Foulediuell,fof Gods fake hence Sc trouble VS- not, 

For thou hafl made th e happy earth thy belli 1 ; : J : • 1 

Fild it with curfiog'cricssaiid dee-pe exc-laimes. ' J ‘ t \ 
Ifthou delight to vi'ew diy hainous deedes, - , ; 3 ” 39 1 
Bcl\o)d this patternc ofthy bumheriesi 5 ■ Ll 

i.vro i ' ' ' ' • un 




of Richard the third. 

Oh Gentlemen fee, fee dead Henries wound es, 

Open their congeald mouths, and bleed afrefh. 
Bluili,biulh,thou lumps of foule deformitic. 

For t’is thy prefence that exhales this blood. 

From coldcand emptievcines where no bloud dwells. 
"Thy deed inhumane and vnnaturall , 

Prouokes this deluge moll vnnaturall. 

Oh God which this bloud madeft,rcuenge his death? 

Oh earth which this bloud driDkft,rcuenge his death : 

Either heauen with iightning Rrike the mu therer dead. 

Or earth gape open widc,and cite him quicke. 

As thou Joeft fwallow vp this good Kings bloud. 

Which his hdl-goucrnd arme hath butchered. 

Glo, Ladic you know no rules ofeharitic. 

Which renders good for bad,bleflings for curfes, 

Lady. Villaine thou knoweft no lawofGod nor man: 
No beaft fo fierce, but knowes feme touch of pi trie. 

.Glo, But I know none.and therefore am no bcafl. 

Lady. Oh vvonderfull when Diuels fell the truth. 

Cjh, More wonderful! when Angels arc fo angry J 
Vouchafc diuine perfeftion of a woman, 

Ofthefefuppofca cuils togiuc me leaue. 

By circumftance buttoacquitemy felfe. 

La. Voechfafc defufed infe&ion ofa man. 

For tliefe knowne euils but to giue me leaue. 

By circumftance to curie thy curled felfe. 

Git. Fatrcr then tongue can name thee, let me haut 
•Some patient leifure to excufe my felfe. 

La. Foulerthenheart can thinke thee, thou canR maid 
No excufe currant, but to hang thy felfe. 

Glo. By fuch defpairc I fhould accufe my felfe. 

La, And by dilpairing fhouldft tliou Rand cxcufde. 

For doing worthie vengeance on thy felfe, 

Which didfl vnwoftkic (laughter vpon others, 

Glo. Say that I flue them not! 

■ L,et ’ Why then they are not dead, 
but dead they are, and diuehfhflaueby thee. 

Glo, i did not kilfyourhusban). 
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The Trageaie 

La, Why jhcn-be is alius. 

G lo, Nay, lie h dead, and flaine by Edwards hand. 

L/t, In thy fcule throat thou lieft,Queene Margaret (awe 
Thy bloudy faulchion Crooking in his bloud, 

The which thou once did bend againft her breft. 

But that thy brothers beat afide the poynt. 

Glo. I was prouoked by her flaunderous tongue. 

Which laid their guilt vponmy guiltlefte fhoulders. 

Lit, Thou waft prouoked by thy bloudie niinde, 

W Inch neuer dreamt on ought but butcheries . 

Didft thou nqt kill this king? Glo. I grant yea, 

Ln, Doeft graunt me hedgehog, then God grant me too 
Thou mayeft be damnd for that wicked deed. 

Oh he was gentft^milde and vertuous, 

G/o, 'The fitter for the king of heauen .that hath him, . 

. La. He is jh heauen, where thou (halt neuer come, 

G lo. Let him thapke m? that holpe to fend .him' thither* 
For he was fitter for that place then earth. 

La. And thou vnfit for any place but hell, 

Glo. Y cs one place clft,ifyou wijj heare me name ir. 

La, Some dungeon, Glo. Your bedchamber. 

La. Ill reft betide die chamber where, thou lieft. 

Glo, So will it Madame, till I lie withy ou. 

La, I hope fo. 

Glo. I know fo,but gentle Ladie Anne, 

Toleaue this ki nde ipcounter of our wits, 

And fall fomevvhat into a llow cr methods ; 

Is not the caufcr of the timelefie deaths. 

Of theft Plantagcne:s,Hemie and Edw<ud, 

As blamcfull as the'executionjij? 

La, Thouart the caufe,and rnoft accurft cffe&. 

Glo, Your beautie was the caufe oftliat effeft, 

Your beautie ft Inch did haunt me inmy fleepe, 

To vndertake the death of all the world. 

So I might reft one hours in your fweete bofome. 

La. If I thought that, I tell thee homicide, 

Thefe nailcs fihould rend that beautie from my checked 
Glo, Theft eies could neuer indure fyveet beauties wracke, 



of Richard the third. 



You fhould not blemilh chefti if I (cood by; 
Asallthc world is cheered by the fonne. 
So I by that, it is my day , my lift. 



La. Blacke night ouerfhad 



and death thy life. 



Glo, Curie not thy felfe faire <Sreature,thcu art both. 

La, I would I were to be reuenged on thee, 

Glo, It is a quarrell rnoft vnnaturall, 

To be reuengd on him that loUcth you. 

La. It is a quarrell iuft and rcafonable. 

To be reuengd on him that flew my husband, 

Glo. He that bereft thee Lady of thy husband, ' 

Did it to helpe thee 'to a better husband. 

La, His better doth not breath vpon the earth. 

Glo. Go to,hc liucs that loues you better then he could? 
La, Name him, Glo, Plantagcnet. 

La, Why that was he. 

_ Glo. The felfe fa me name, but one of better nature. 

La, Where is he? 

Glo. Heere. Shefpitteth at him. 

Why doeft thou fpitat mef 
La, Would ltwere mortall poyfon for thy fake. 

Glo, Neuer came poyfon from fo fweete a place. 

La, Neuer hung poyfon on a fouler toade. 

Out of my fight,t hou doeft infeft my eics. 

Glo, i hine eies fweete Lady,baue infefted mine. 

La, Wou'd they were Bafiliskes to ftrike thee dead. 

Glo,. I would they were that I might die at once. 

For now thev kill me with aliuing death; 

1 hofe eies or thine.trom mine haue drawnc fait tcarcs. 
Shamed their afpe& withftoreofchildifh drops; 

1 neuer fued ro friend nor enemle, 

1} tongne could neuer lea rne fweete (oothing words; 
out now thy beautie is propofde my fee; 
ly ptoude heart fucs,aud prompts my tongue to fpeake, 

■t , 11 Lady,not for fuch contempt, 

if rhy 5 eaengel ull heart cannot for* iue, 

Lo here I iendthe^ this fliarpe pointed fword. * ... 

B 2 Which 
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Which if thoupleafe fohide in this true bofome, 

Aiid letthe fouleforrh that adoreth thee: 

I late it naked to the dead!}' ftroke. 

And humbly beg the death vpon ray knee, 

Nay,do not pawle,twas I that kilde your husband, 

But twas thy beautie that prouokedme: 

Nay now difpatch,twas 1 that kild King Henry: 

But twas thy heauenly face that fet roe on: Here (be lets full 
T akc vp the fword againe dr take vp me. the f word. 

La. Arife difiembler, though I wifh thy death, . 

I will not be the executioner. 

Glo, T hen bid me kill my fclfe,and I will do it. 

La. I haue already. 

Glo, T ufli that was in thy rage* 

Speakc it againe,and cucn with the word, 

T hat hand which for thy loue did kill thy loue, < 

Shall for thy loue kill a farre truer loue: 

To both their deaths thou fhalt be acceffarie. 

La, I would I knew thy heart. 

Glo, Tis figured in my tongue* 

La. I feare me both are falle. 

Glo. Then ncuer was man ttue* 

La, Weli,wcl!,putvp your fword. 

Glo. Say then my peace is made . 

La. That fhall you know hereafter. 

Glo, But I fhall liue in hope. 

La, All men I hope liue fo. 

Gol, Vouchfafe to wcare this ring. 

La. To take is not to giue. 

Glo, Looke how this ting incompafleth thy finger, 

Euen fo thy breafl inclofeth ray poore heart. 

Wearc both of them,!or both olthetn are thine. 

And if thy poore fuppliant may 

But beg one fauour at thy gracious hand,. 

Thou do eft confirme his happincfTe for euer: 

La. Whatisit? r 

Glo. That it would pleafe thee lcaoe thefe fad dengues, 
T o him that hath more caufe to be a mourner, 
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And prefently repaire to Crosbie place* 

Where after I haUe folctnnely interred 
At Chertfie monaftery this noble King, 

And wet his graue with my repentant teares r 
I will with all expedient dutie fee you: 

For diuers vnknowne reafons,! bcfeech you 
Grant me this boonc. 

La. With all my heart,and much it ioyes me too. 

To fee you are become fo penitent: 

TreffilLand Barkley go along with me. 

Glo, Bid me farewell. 

La. Tis more then you deferue: 

But fince you teach me how to flatter you. 

Imagine I haue faid farewell already. Exit, 

Glo, Sirs take vp the corfe. 

Sir, Towards Chertfie noble Lord? 

Glo. No, to white Friers, thereattend my comming. 

Was euer woman in this humour woed* Exeunt, manet Gl, 
Was euer woman in this humorwonne# 

He haue her.butl willnotkeepc her long. 

What I that kild her husband and his father. 

To take her in her hearts extreamc-ft heate: 

With curfes in her mouth, tear es in her eyes, 

The bleeding witnellc of her hatred by, 

Hauing God, her confcicnce,and thefe bars againft me. 
And I nothing to backe my fuit at all , 

But the plaine Diuelland diffembling lookes, 

A nd yet to win her all the world to nothing. Hah? 

Hath fhe forgot alreadie that braue Prince 
Ed ward,her Lord, whom I fome three moncths fince 
Stabd in my angrie moode at T ewxbury? 

A fweeter and a loueiier gentleman, 

Framd in the prodigalitie of nature: 

Yong, valiant, wife, and no doubt right royall, 

The fpacious world cannot againe affoord. 

And will fhee yet debafe her eyes on me. 

That cropt the golden prime of this fweete Prince, 

And made her widdotv to a wofull bed? 

B 3 On 
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On me, wliofe all not equals Edwards moity, 

On me that halt, and am vnihapen thus. 

My Dukcdome to a brggcrly denier, 

I do miftakemy perfon all this while. 

Vpon my life fhc finds, although I cannot 
My felfe,to be a maruaifous proper man. 
lie be at charges for a looking glafle, 

And entertaine fome fcorcor two of taylers, 

T o ftudie fafhions to adornemy bedi e. 

Since I am creptin faucur with my felfc, 

I will maintaine it with fome little coft: 

But fii fl He tumc yon fellow in hisgraue. 

And then retume lamenting to my louc, 
Shineoutfairefunne,t>il I hauebought a glade. 

That I may fee my fliadovv as I pafle, Exit. 

Enter Queeue^LeraR.tuers t Gray, 

Ri. Haue patience Madame, thers no doubt hisMaie- 
WiU foone rccouer his accuftomed health. (flic 

Cray In that you borokc it ill.it makes him worfe. 
Therefore for Gods fake entertaine good comfort. 

And cheere his grace with cjuickc and mery words, 

Q«. If he were dead, what would betide of me. 

R'. No other harme but lofTe of fuch a Lord, 

Q«. The lode of fuch a Lord includes all harme, 

Gr, The hcauens h iue bleft you with a goodly fonne. 

To be your comforter when he is gon e. 

Qu. Oh he is yong,and bis minoritie 
Is put vnto the truft ofRich. Glccefter, 

A man that loues not me, nor none ofyea. 

Ri. Is it concluded he Hull be pro tettor? 

Q«. It is determincd,not concluded yet , 

But ib it muft be if the King mifcai ne, (Enter Bttc^Darby 
Gr. Here come the Lordsof Buckingham, and Darby. 
Bhc, Good-timeof day vnto your royall, grace. 

Bar. God make your maicftieioyfuli asyou hauebcene. 
Q»t The Countefle Richmond good my Loiof Darby, 
To your good prayers wi 1 1 fca iccly fay , A in en : 

Yet Dabynotvvithftanding,fhees your wife, . s 
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And loues not me, be you good Lo, aflurdc 
1 hate not you for her proud arrogance, 

Dur. Idobefeechyoueithernot bclecue 
The enuious (launders of her faife accufers. 

Or if (he be accufde in true report. 

Beare with her weakne{Te,which I thinke proceedes, 

From wayward fickndTe,and no grounded malice. 

Rm. Saw you the King to day ,my Lo ,of Darbie i 
f Bar. But now the Duke ofBuckingham, and I, 

Came ftom viliting his Maieftie. 

Q». With likelihoode of his amendment Lords ? 

Bhc. Madame, good hope, his Grace fpeakes cheerfully, 
Q «. God graunt him health, did you confer with him ? 
B«c. Madame wc did : He defires to m?ke attonement 
Betwixt the Duke of Gloccft er, and your brothers. 

And betwixt them, and my Lord Chamberlaine, 

And fent to warne them to his royall prefence^ 

Q*. Would all were well, but that will neuer be, 

I feare our liappineflc is-at the higheft. . Enter Gloccfler, 
Glo, They do me wrong,and)[ will not endure it. 

Who are they that complaines vnto the King? 

That I forfooth am ft erne and louc them not •* 

By holy Paul they louc his Grace but lightly. 

That fill his cares withfuch dilcentions rumors s 
Becaufe I cannot flatter and fpeakefaire. 

Smile in mens faces,finooth,deceiue and cog, 

Duckcwith French nods,and apifticQUrtcfic, 

I muft be held a rankei ous cnemic. 

Cannot a plaine man line and thinke no harme, 

But thus his Ample truth muft be abufdc, 
by f tlken flie infinuating Iackes ? 

Q': ^2 lv l lf>ra thisprefcnce Ipeakes your Grace? 

^ 0 f uce, that haft nor heneftie nor grace. 

When baue l injured thee, when done thee wrong, 
r t iee,oi thee, or any ofvour faftion ? 

ARague vpon you all. His royall perfon 

Carn°oTt oc ^ .P ie [ erue better then you would vvifli) 

Cai.not be quiet fcarce a breathing wliile. 

But 
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But you muft trouble him with lewd complaints, 

Q*. Brother ©fGloccfter, you miftake the matter : 

The King of his owne royall difp afition. 

And not prouokt by any fotcr elfe, 

Ayming belike at your interiour hatred. 

Which in your outward aff ions fbewes it felfe, 

Againft my kinred,brothcr,and my felfc: 

Makes him to fend,that thereby he may gather 
The ground of your ill will,ahd to remoue ir. 

Glo. I cannot tell, the world is gro wne fo bad. 

That Wrens make prey where Eagles dare not pcarch. 
Since eu;rie lackc became a Gentleman: 

There’s many a gentle perfon made a Jacke. 

Qjt. Comc.comc.wc know your meaning, brother Glo, 
You enuie mine aduancemcnt and my friends, 

God graunt we neuer may haue ncede of you, 

Glo , Mcane time, God grants that wc haue ncede of you, 
Our brother is imprifoned byvourraeanes. 

My felfe difgrac’d,and the Nobilitie 

Held in contempt, whilft many faire promotions. 

Are daily giuen to enoble thofc. 

That fcarcc fome two daics fince were worth a noble . 

Q». By him that raifdc me to this carcfull height. 

From that contented hap which I cnioyd, 

I neuer did incenfe his Maieftie, 

Againft the Duke of Clarence: but hauebeene. 

An earned aduocate to plcade for him. 

My Lord,you do me ihamcfull iniurte,' 

FatOyro draw me in thefe vile fufpeffs, 

Glo , You may denie that you were not the caufig, 

Of my Lord Haftmgs late linprifoiuncnt. 

Rift. She may my Lord, 

Glo . Sh:may,Lo.Riuers,why whoknowesnot fo? 

She may do more fir then denying that : 

She may helpc you to many faire preferments, 

And then denie her aydirig ha nd th crein , 

And lay thole honours on your high dclcrts. 

What may (he not, (lac may, yea manic may (he* 
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Riu, What marrie may (he? _ - 

Glo. What marrie may lhes'marry with a King, 
Abatcheler.a handfome (tripling too, 

Jwis your Grandam had a worfer match, 

Q*. My Lo.of Gloceftcr.l haue too long borne 
Your blunt vpbvaidings, and your bitter fcoffes. 

By heauen 1 will acquaint his Maieftie, 

With thofe erode taunts I often haue endured, 

I had rather be a countrey feruant maid, 

Then a great Queene with this condition. 

To bt tnus taunted/corn.-d, and baited at: Enter Q«, 

Small ioy haue I in being Englands Queene. M arg«rct, 
Qu.CMar. Andlefncd be thatfmall, God Ibcfeech thee. 
Thy honour,ftate,and feate is due to me. 

Gto , What i threat you me with telling, or the King? 

T ell him and fparc not,looke what I haue faid, 

I will auouch in prefence of the King : 

Tis time to fpeake,my paincs are quite forgot. 

Q». M ar.Out diuell ,1 remember them too well , 

Thou fleweft my husband Hcnriein the Tower, 

And Edward my poore fonne at T euxbui ie* 

Glo. Ere you were Queene,yea or your husband King, 

I was a packchorfe in his great affaires. 

A wceder out of his proud aduerfarics, 

A libcrall rew'arder of his friends: ' 

T o royalize his bloud I fpi't mine owne. 

Q& M ar.Y ca ,and much better bloud,then his or thine. 
Glo, I n all w hich t!me,you aud your husband Gray, 
Were faff ious for t he houfe of Lancaft er : 

And Ri tiers, lb were you Ws not your hu- band 
In Margarets battaile at Saint Albons (Iaine? 

Let me put in your minds ,if yours forget 
What you haue beene ere now, and what you arc: 

W ithalljwhat I haue beene, and what 1 am, 

Q«. Mu. A mmtherous ui!laine,and lo fti! 1 thou art. 

G/o, Poore Clarence did forfake his father Warwick^ 
Yea and forfvvore himfelfe (which Iefu pardon.) \ . ' 
Qu.'JWar. Which God reuen^e, 
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Glo. To fight on Edwards par tie for the crowne. 

And for his meede (poorc Lo.jhe is mewed vp : 

I would to God my heart were flint like Edwards, 

Or Edwards foft and pitifull like mine, 

I am/oo childifh, fbolifhfor this world. 

Q£. May .Hie thee to hell for fhame,and leaue the world 
Thou Cacodemon,rhere thy kingdomeis. 

Ri, My Lo.ofGlocefter in thofebufiedayes, 

W hich here you vrge to proue vs enemies. 

We followed then our Lo.our lawful] king, 

So fhould we you, if you iTiould be our king. ' 

Glo, If I fhonld be i I had rather bca pedler, 

Farrc be it from my heart the t bought ofit. 

Q«. As little toy (my Lord) as you fuppofe 
You fhould inioy.were you this countries king, 

As little ioy may you fuppofe in me, 

That I enioy being the Queene thereof. 

03 Ma, A little toy cnioyes the Queene thereof,. 

For I am fhe,and altogither toy lefle, 

I can no longer hold me patient. 

Heare me youwrangling Pyvats that fall out, 

In (haring out that which you haue pild from me •’ 

Which of you trembles not- that lookeson me ? 

If not, that I being Queene, you bow 'ike fubietts, 

Y et that by you depolde,y ou quake like rebels : 

O gentle villainc do not turnc awae. 

Glo, Foulc vvrinckled witch, what makft thou in my ugl't 

QJk/rf. But repetition of what thou haft mard. 

That will I makc,before I let thee go : 

A husband, and a fonne thou eweft to me. 

And thou a kingdome,all of you allegeance : 

The borrow that I haue by right is yours. 

And all t he pleafures you vfu 1 peare mine. 

Gh. The curfe my noble father laid on thee. 

When thou dicift crowne his warlike browes with p a P cr » 
And with thy fcorne drewft riders from his eies, 

And then to drie thcm,gau’ft the Duke a clout, 

Stceptin the fauklefle bioud of prettie Rutland ’ 
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His curfes then from bitternefle of foule, 

Denounft againft thee, are all fal len vpon thee. 

And God,notwe,hath plagde thy bloudy deede. 

Qu. So iuft is God to right the innocent. 

Haft. O twas the fouleft deede to flay that babe, 

And the moft mercilefle that euer was heard of 
Rtu, Tyrants themfelues wept when ir was reported. 

D orf, No man but prophecicd reuenge for it. 

Buck, Northunberland then prefenf,wept to fee it. 

Q*. M, WhatJwerc you fnariing all before I came, 
Readie to catch each other by the throat, 

And turne you now your hatred all on me ? 

Did Yorkes dread curfe prcuailcfo much with heuen. 

That Henries death, my louely Edwards death. 

Their Kingdoms lofl'e, my wofull banifhment, 

Could all butanfwere for that peeuilh brat? 

Can curfes pierce the clouds,and enter heauen? 

Why then giuc way dull cloudes to my quicke curfes: 

If not by wai re,by furfet die your King, 

A s ours by murder, to make him a King, 

Edward thy fonne,which now is Prince of Wales, 

For Edward my fonne /which was Prince of Wales, 

Die in his youth, by like vntimely violence, 

Thy felfe a Queene ( for me that was a Queene, 

Outliue thy gloric, l*ke my wretched felfe: 

Long maift thou liuc to waile thy childrens lofle. 

And fee another, as I fee thee now, 

Deckt in thy glorie,as thou art ftald in mine: 

Long die thy happie daies before thy death, 

And after many lengthened houres of greefe. 

Die neither mother, wife, nor Englands Queene* 

Riuers and Dorfe t,you were ftanders by, 

And fo waft thou Lo: Haftings, when my fonne 
Wasftabd with bloudie daggers, God I pray him, 

That none of you may Hue your naturall age; 

But by feme vnlookt accident cut off 
Glo, Haue done thy charmc thou hatefull withered hag, 
P^Ai, And leaue o lit the ftay dog, for thou {halt hear me 
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If heauen haue any grceuous plague tnftotc, 

Exceeding thofe that I can wiih vpon thee: 

O let them kecpeit till thy finnes be lipe, 

A nci then hurl* down* their indignation 
On thee the iroubler of the pooie worlds peace: 

The wortr.e of confidence ftill begnaw thy foule, 

Thy friends fufpeft for tnitors while thou liueft. 

And take deepe traitors for thy dear eft friends. 

No flcepe clofc vpthat deadly eye of thine,. 

Vnlelfe « be whileft fome tormenting dreame 
Aff> rights thee, with ahell ofvgly diuels. 

Thou eluifli ma kt,aborfnte rooting hog. 

Thou that waft feald in thy natiuitie 
The fl.ueof nature, and tbefonne of hell. 

Thou (launder ofthy mothers heauie wombe, 

Thou lot hcdiiFiie ofthy fathers loynes. 

Thou rag ofhonour,thou deteft«d>&c. 

Glo, Margaret, 

Qtf, Ad, Richard. Glo, Ha. . 

Q u. Ad. 1 call thee not. J 

Glo, Then 1 crie thee mercietfor I had thought 
Thou hadft calld me all thefe bitter names. 

Q a. Ad. why fo 1 did, but lookt for no replie, 

G let me make the period to mycurfc, 

Glo. Tis done by me, anti ends in Margaret. (felfe. 

Qu, Thus haucyou breathed your curie againft your 
Poore painted Queene, vaineflouiifhof my for- 
Why ftrewft thou fugeron that bottled fpider, ( tune! 
Whole deadly -toeb cnlharetb tliee aboiitj? 
Foole,foole,thou vvhetft a'bnifeto kil l thy felfe. 

The time mil conreT. lien thou (halt vvifh forme, 

To heipe th. c curie that poifoned bunchbackttoade. 

Haft, Falfe boading woman, encl thy frantike curie, 
JLeaft to thy harme thou moue our patience, . 

Q.Ad, Foule fhame vpon you, you haue all mou’d mine. 
Rt, Were you well feiu’d you would be taught you: duty. 
Ad, To feiue me vvelljyou all lhould do me outre. 
Teach me to be your QncenevUicl yon iny fubiedte ^ 
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O feme me well, and teach yours fclucs thatdutrc. 

Dorf. Difpme not with her, fhe islunatique. 
a Peace Mafter Marques, youarc malapert, 

Your fire- new ftampe of honour is fear fe currant : 

O that your yong nobilitie could iudge. 

What twerc to loofe it and be miferable: 

They that ftand high, haue many blafts to {hake them, 

And if they fall, they daihthernfelues to peeces. 

Glo, Good counfell mary,lcarnc it, learne it Marques, 
Dor, Ittouchetliyou(my Lo:)asmuchasme. 

Glo. Y ea,and much more, but I was borne fb high, 

Our aiery builceth in the Cedars top. 

And dallies, with the winde.and fcornes the funne. 

Q«, Ad, And turnes die funne to fhade, alas, alas, 

Witncs my fonnc,now in the ihade of death, 

Whole bright ou' fhiningbeames.thy cloudie wrath. 

Hath in et email darkeneire foulded vp: 

Your aierie buildeth in our airies neft, 

O Godthatfeeftit,do not fufferit: 

As it was wonne with b!oud,loft be it fo. 

Ruck.. Haue done for fhame, if not for chariue, 

Q ,Ad. Vrge neither charirie nor fhame to me, 

V nchaiitably with me haue you dealt, 

Andfhameful ly by you my hopes are butchcrd , 

My charitie is outrage, life my fh.uno, 

And in my fhame ftill hue my forrow es rage. 

Ruc^. Haue done, 

Q .Jkt, O Princely Buckingham,I Vvillkille thy hand, 

In ligne of league and amiiie with thee: 

Now fake befall thee,and thy Princely houfe. 

Thy garments are not fpotted with out bloud. 

Nor thou within the compafle of my curfey 
Buck., Nor no one herc,for curfes neuer pafte 
The lips of thofe that breath them in the aire. 

Qi. Ad, He not belceue but they afeend the skie, 

And there awake Gods gentle fleeping peace. 

O Buckingham beware of yonder dog, 

Lookc when he £nvnes,he bites, and when he bites, ‘i 
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His venome tooth will rankle thee to death, 

Hauc not to do with him, beware of him: 

Sinnc,dcath,and hell hauc fet their marks on him, 

And all their miniders attend on him. 

Glo. What doth fhe fay my Lo: of Buckingham? 

, Buck. Nothing that lrefpeft my gracious Lord. 

Q^M. Wh?t doeft thou fcornc me for my gentle coun- 
And (both the diucll that I warne thee from? (fell* 

0 but remember this another day, 

When he fhall fplit thy very heart with fori o w, 

And fay poore Margaret was a prophetefle; 

Liue eachofyou the fubie&s of his hate. 

And he to your, and all of you ro Gods, Exit, 

Haft, My hairc doth (land on end to heare her ctirfes. 
Rift* And fo doth mine, J wonder fheesatlibertie. 

Glo, I cannot blame her by Gods holy mother. 

She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof that I haue done . 

Q». I neuer did her any to my knowledge. 

Glo, But you haue aH the vantage ofthis wi on», 

1 was to hot to do fomc body good. 

That is too cold in thinking of it now: 

M arty as for C!arence,hc is well repaid, 

He is frankt vp to fattingffor his paines, 

God pardon them that arc the caule of it. 

R/«. A vei tuous and a Chridianlike conclusion, 

To pray for them that haue done fcathe to vs, 

Glo, So do I euer, being well aduifde. 

For had I curd, now I had curd my felfe. 

Catf. Madam his maiedic doth cal! for you. 

And for your Grace,and you my noble Lo: 

Qh, Catesby wc come,Lords will you gow'irh vs. 

Riu. Madame we will attend your grace. Ey.cunt.mw, Ri, 
Glo. I doe the wrong , and fuff began to braulc 
The lecret mifehiefes that I fet abroach, 

I lay vnto the greeuous charge of others 
Clarcnce,whom Iindeede hauc laid in darkenefle: 

I do beweepe fo many fimple guls ; 

Name- 
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Namely to findings, Darby,Buckingham, 

And fay it is the Queene, and her allies, 

Thar ftirre the King againd the Duke my brother. 

Now they belceueme,and withal 1 whet me. 

To be 1 euengde on Riucrs,V aughan,Gray : 

But then I figh,and with a piece of feripturc. 

T ell them that God bids vs do good for cuill : 

And thus I cloath my naked villanie, 

With old odde ends, fiolnc out of holy writ. 

And feeme a Saint, when mod I play the Diucll : 

But foft,here comes my executioners. Enter executioners. 
How nowjny hardic flout refolued mates. 

Are you now going to difpatch this deed# 

Execu. We arc, my Lord.and come to haue the warrant, 
That we may be admitted where he is. 

Glo. It was well thought vpon.I haue it here about me. 
When you haue done,repaire to Crosbie place: 

But firs, be fudden in the execution, 

Wit!iall,obdurate,do not heare him pleade* 

For Clarence is well fpoken.and perhaps. 

May mouc your hearts to pittie,ifyou marke him. 
Ev<fc.Tufh,fearenot,my Lo.we will notdand to prate, 

l a kers are no good doers,be adured: r 

We come ro vfe our hands,and not our ton°-ues 
G7..Youreie S drop mrldones, when (bole? cies drop tears’ 
I like you lads, about your bufineffe. Exeunt, P ’ 

p , , Enter- Clarence, Brokenburie, 
o.^ hybokes your grace foheauily to day ? 
c v , ‘ , iaue P a ^ 3 miferable night. 

So . u 1 of vgly fights, of gadly dreames, 

1 hat as I am a Chridian faithful 1 man, 

1 vvould not fpend another fuch a night. N 

« t0 bu y a world ofhappie dayes. 

So fu 1 ofdifmal! terror was the time. * 

eta was >'°«*eMHc?I lon S t0 heare you tell it, 

Cla. Me thoughts I was imbarkt for Burgundic 
And m my companie my brother Gloceftc*. 

Wito from my cabbin tempted me to walke 
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Vpon the hatches thence we lookt toward England, 
And cited vp a thoufand fearefull times, 

Durin^ (lie vvarres of Yorke and Lancaftcr , 

That liad befallen vs:as we pall along, 

V non the giddie footing of the hatches , 

Me thought that Gloceftcr Oumbled^atid in {fumbling, 
Stroke me (that thought to flay him)ouer board, 

Into the tumbling hillowcsofthemaine. 

Lord, Lord, me thought what paine it was to drowne. 
What dreadfull node of waters in mine cares. 

What vgly fights of death within mine eies : 

Me thought I faw a thoufand fearefull wracks, 

Ten thoufand men, that fillies gnawed vpon, 

Wedges of golde, great anchors ,heapes of pearle, 
Ineftimabtc Hones, vnualued lewcl s. 

Some lay in dead mens fculs.and in thofc holes, 

Where eyes did once inhabitc, there were crept 
As’t were in fcorne of eyes refletting gems, 

Which weed the flimie bottom ofthedeepe. 

And mocktthe dead hones that lay fcattered by. 

Brok. Had you fuch leifure in the time of death, 

To gaze vpon the fccrets of the deepc i 

CUr, Me thought 1 had: for ftill the enuiou. flood 
K ept in my foule, and would not let it foorth, 

To feeke the emptie,vaft,and wandering airc, 

But fmothered it within my panting bulks, 

Which almofl bui It to belch it in the fca . 

Bro^. A wakt you not with this fore agonic ? 

CUr . O no, my dreame was lengthned after life, 

O then began the t cm pell to my foule, 

Who paft (me thought) the melancholy floud. 

With that grim fieri iman, which Potts writeoff 
Ynto (hekindomeofperpctu.il night: 

The fil'd that there did greet my ftranger foule, 

W as my great lather in la w, renowmed W avwicke, 
Who c tied alovvd.whaf fcourge for peritirie. 

Can this darke monarchic afFoord falfe Clarence, 
Anci fo he vanilhnthen came wandring by, 
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A fhadow like an Angell in bright haire, 

Dabled in bloud,and hefiqueakt out alowd, 

Ciarence'is come s falfe,fleeting,periurd Clarence. 

That ftabd me in the field by Teuxburie : 

Seaze on him furies,cake.him to your torments, 

Wirii that me thought a legion of foule fiends 
Enuirond me about, and howled in mine cares. 

Such hideous cries, that with the verie noife, 
I.trembling,wakt:and for a fcafbn after, 

Could not bclceue but that I was in hell, 

Such ternble impreffion made the dreame.^. 

Bro, No maruell(my Lo.)though it affrighted you, 

| promi le you,I am afraid to heave you tell if. * 

Cta. O Brokenburie,I haue done thofc things. 

Which now beare euidence againft my foule, 

Bof Edwards fake, and fee how he requites me. 

I pray thee gentle keeper flay by me, 

My foule is heauic,andIfaine>would fleepe. 

Bro. I will(my Lo.) God gtue your Grace good reft. 
Sorrow, break cs feafons,and repofing hovyers, 

Makes the nisht morning,and the noonetide night. 

Princes haue bnt their titles for their glories. 

An outward honour for an inward toyle, 

Andforvnfelt imagination, 

They often fecle a world of reftlcfle cares? 

So that betwixt their titles,and low names, 

There’s nothing differs but the outward fame. 

s The murtbertn enter , 

In Godsname what are you, and how came you hitherf 
Axec.I would fpcake with Clarence, and I came hither os 
Bro. Y ea, are you fo briefc ? ( my i c0 .j. 

2 Exec. O fir, it is better to be biicfe then tedious, ° 

Shew him our cbmmiflion,talke no more. He readeth it* 
Bro. Iamintbiscornmauiided todcliuer 
he noble Duke of Clarence to your hands, 
wil 1 not reafon what is meant hereby, 

Lecaufe I will be guild efle of the meaning • 

Here are the keies, there fits die Dukcaflcepe, 
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Itefo his Maieflie,and ccrtifie his grace*. , 

That thus I haue refignd my charge to you, 

Ext. Do fo, it is a point of wifdome. 

2 Whst fhall I ftab him as he fleepes ? 

1 No then he will fay t.was done cowardly 
When he wakes, 

2 When he wakes, 

Whyfoole he fhall neuer wake till theiudgementday, 

1 Why then he will fry, we ftabd him deeping, 

2 The vrging ofthat word Iudgcment,luth bred 
A kind of remorfe in me. 

, I What, art thou afraid #. 

• 2 Not to kill him hauing a warrant for if, but to be damod 
For killing hira,from which nowarrant can defend vs. 

1 Backe to theDuke of Glocefter,tell him fo. 

2 I pray thee day a while, I hope my holy humor will 
Change, twas wont to hold me but while one would tell xx; 

1 How doff thou feele thy felfe now ? (in me. 

2 Faith fome certainc dregs of conference are yet with* 

1 R emember our reward when the deed is done, 

2 Zounds he dies,l had forgot the reward, 

1 Where is thy confcience now # 

2 In the Duke of G locefters purfe. 

1 So when he opens his putfe to giue vs our reward. 
Thy confluence flies out; 

2 Let vs go, there’s few or none will eBtertaincir. 

1 How if it come to thee againe? 

2 He not meddle with it, it js a dangerous thing, 

It makes a man a coward. A man can not fteale. 

But it accuflth himihe cannot fvv^are.but it checks him: 
He cannot lie with his neighbours wifc ; but if detects 
Him. Itis a blufliing lhamfelHpirit, that mutinies. 
Inamans befome : it fils onefullof obftaclcs, 

1 1 made me once rcflore a purfe of gold that 1 found, 

It beggers any man that keepesit : it is tumd out cf all 
T ownes and Ci ties for a daungej ous thing, and eucric, 
Man that meaner to liue welhendeuoursto miff 
To hiaifelfc,a»d to line without it*. _ . 
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1 Zounds it isictlen now at myelbow perfwading me 
Not to kill die Duke. 

2 Take the Diuell in thy tninde, and belceue him not. 

He would infinuate with thee to make thee figh. . 

1 Tut, I am ftrong in fraud,he cannot prcuaile with me, 
I warrant thee. 

2 Spoke like a tall fellow that refpeffs his reputation,' 
Come fhall we to this geare? 

1 Take him ouer the coftard with the hilts ofthy fword. 
And then we will chop him in the malrofcy But in the next 

2 Oh excellent deuice,makc a fop'ofhim, (roomc, 

1 Harke’ he flics, fhall 1 ftrike? „ 

. 2 No,firfUctsreafon with him. 

Cl it. Where art thou keeper, giue me a cup ofwine, 

X You fhall hane wine enough my Lo: anon, 

Cla, In Gods name what art thou? 

2 A man as you are, 

CU , But not as I am,royall. 

2 Noryouasw.eare,loyall, _ .. 

Cl a. T hy voyce is thunder, but thy lookes are humble. 

2 My voyce is now the Kings, my lookes mine owne. 
Orf. Hovvdarkely,and how deadly doftthoufpeakei 
T ell me who are you, wherefore come you hither i 
A*«, To,to,to, 

C.U, Tomurther me, Am, I, 

Cla, You fcarcely hauethe hearts to tell me fo. 

And therefore cannot haue the hearts to do it. 

Wherein my friends haiie I offended you? 

1 Offended vs you liaue not,but the King, 

QU, I fhall be rcconcild to him againe* 

2 Neuer my Lo: therefore prepare to die. 

C/4. Arc you cald foi th from out a world of me* 

Toflay the innecent?what is my offence# 
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w nerc are the euidence that do accufe me? 
What lawful 1 queft haue giuen their verdiff vp 
Vntothc frowning Iudge,or who pronounft 

K-r , ? r ^ enteilcc poore Clarence death, 
ocrorc I be conuifi by courfe of law? 








~ The Tragcdie 

To threaten me with death is mod vnlawfuH: 

1 charge you as yoa hope to haue rccicmption. 

By Chrifts, dearcblcud fhed for ourgieeuous finnes, 

That you depart and lay no Hands on me: 

The deede you vndertake is damnable. 

I What we will do,we do vpon command, 

3 And he that hath commanded is thfc King. 

CUr, Erronious V aflailc,the great King of Kings, 
Hath in the tables of his law commanded, 

That thoo {halt do no murder, and wilt thou then 
Spurnc at his edift, and fulfill a mans? 

T akc hcede,for he holds vengeance in his hands. 

To hurle vpon their heads that breake his law. 

3 And that fame vengeance doth he throw on thee, 
For falfe forfwcaring,and for murder too: 

Thou didft receiue the holy facrament. 

To fight in cjuarrcll of the houfe ofLaneafter. 

1 And like a traitor to the name of God, 

Didft breake that vowe,and with thy trechcrous blade, 
Vmipft]the bowels of thy foucraignes forme. 

2 W hom thou wert fworne to cherifli and defend. 

I How canft thou vrge Gods dreadfull law tovs, 

When thou haft broke it in fo deare degree? • 

CUr. AlasjforwhofefakedidI that ill deede. 

For Edward, for my brother,for his fake: 

Why firs,he.fends yc not to murder me. for this. 

For in this finne he is as deepe as I: 

If God will be reuenged for this deede, 

T ake not the quarrcll from hisTowerfull arme, 

He needes no indire&,nor lawmll courfe. 

To cutoffthofe that haue offended him. 

I Who made the e then a bloudy minifter. 

When gallant fpring,braue Plantagcne f , 

That Princely Nouicewas ftrookedeadby thee? 

CUr. My brothers loue,the diuelfand my rage, 

I Thv brothers loue,the diueil,and thy fault, 
haue brought vs hither now' to murder thee. 

CUr. Qh if you loue my brother^iate not me, 

Tam 



oFKTchard the third. 

1 am his brother, and I louc him well: 

Ifyoubehirdefor neede,go backe agauie, 

And I w ill fendeyou to my brother Glocefter, 

Who will reward you better for my lit e. 

Then Edward will for tydmgs of my death. 

2 You are decciud^your brother Glocefter hates you# 
CU, O h no ,he loues me, and he holds me deare. 

Go you to him from me. 

Am. I,fo wc will. . 

CU. Tell him,when that our princely rather Yorkc, 
Bleft his three fonnes with his victorious arme: 

And chai'gd vs font his foule to loue each other. 

He little thought of this dcuided friendfoip. 

Bid Glocefter thinke of this, and he will weepe. 

Aw. I milftoncs,as he leffond vs to weepe. 

CU. O do not .launder him,for he is kind, 

1 Right as fno w in harueft,thou deceiu’ft thy felfc, 
Tis he that lent vs hither no w to murder thee. 

CU. It cannot be, for when I patted with him, 
Hchugd me in his armcs,and fwore with fobs, 

That he would labour my deliueric, 

2 Why fo he doth, now he deliuers thee. 

From this worlds thraldome, to the ioyes of heauen, 

1 Make peace with God, for you muftdie my Los 
CU. Haft thou that holy feeling in thy foule. 

T o counfell me to make my peace with God, 

A nd art thou yet, to thy owne foule fo blinde, 

That thou wilt war with God by murdering me# 

Ah firs,confidcr,he that fet youon 
Tojdo this deede, will hate you for this deede. 

2 Whatlhallwedo# 

C U. Relent, and faue your foulcs. 

I Relentjtis cowardly and woroanifh. 

CU. Not to i elent,is beaftiy,fauage,and diuclifli. 
Myfijend,I fpieform- pittic in thy lookes: 

Oh if thy eie be not a flatterer, 

Come thou on my fide, and imreate for me: 

^ k e 8o‘ n o Prince, what begger pitties noti 

Da i 




The Tragedie **"“ 

1 I thus, and thus : if this will not fcrue , He ft ah him. 
lie chop thee in the malmefey But in the next roomc. 

2 A bloudy decde.and defperately perlormd, 

How faine like Pikfe would I wadi my hand, 

Of this moll: greeiious guiltie murder done. 

X W by doed thou not heJpc me? 

By heauensthe Duke dull know how dacke thou art, 

2 I wou’d he knew that I had laued Iiis brother. 

Take thou the fecund tell him whatl lay. 

Fori repent me that the Duke is flaine. Exit. 

I So do not I,go coward as thou art J 
Now mud 1 hide hisjbody infeme hole, 

Vntill the Duke take order for his burialb 
And when I hauc my meedel mult away. 

For this will out,nnd here I mull not day. Exeunt 

E”ter KtngyQueerie, Haftings, Ry seers , Dorcet^&c, 

Kin. So, now I haue done a good day es werke, 

Y ou peeres cuniimrethis vnited league, 

I euerie dayexpefl an Embaflage 
From my redeemer, to redeem? me hence: 

And now in peace my foule Ihali part from heausn. 

Since I ha ue let my friends at peace on earthr ~ 

Riuers and Hadings,take each others hand, r 

Didcmble not your hatred,fweare j our loue. 

Rite. By hcauen,my heart is purgd from grudging hat*. 

And with my hand I (cale my true hearts loue. 

Haft. So t hrhie I as I truely fweare the like. 

Km. Take heedeyou dally not before your King, 

Lead he that is the fupreme King ofKings, 

Confound j'our hidden falflaood, an d award 
Either of you to be the others end. 

Haft, S o prolper I,as J fweare perfeft loue. 

Kite* And I as I loue Hadings with my heart. 

Km. Madame,your felfe arc not exempt in this, 

Nor your Ibnne Dorfct, Buckingham, nor you. 

You haue becne fa&ious one againd the other: 

Wife, leue Lo: Hadings,let him kilfe your hand. 

And what you do, do it vnfainedly. 

Q^Hcre Haftings,I willneuet more remember 




"oFRichard the third. 

Our former hatred fo thriue I and mine. 

Dor. Thus entcrchange ofloue,I hereprotclt, 

Ypon my part (hall be vnuiolable. 

Hall. A nd fo fweare I my Lord . 

Kin. Now Princely Buckingham fcalc thou this league, 
With thy embracementsto my wiues allies. 

And make me happic in yoUr vnitie. 

Buc. When cucr Buckingham doth turne his hate. 

On you, or j'ours, but withall dutiousloue 
Doth chcrilh you and yours,God punifh me 
With hate,in thofe where I ex peff mod loue. 

When 1 haue mod need to impioy a friend. 

And mod allured that he is a friend, 
Dcepe,hollow,trecherous,andfu!lof guile 
Be he vnto me. This do I begge of God, 

When l am cold in zealc to youorj'ours. 

Kin. A pleafingcordiall princely Buckingham, 

Is this thy vow vnto my fickly heart : 

There wanteth now our brother Gloceder here , 

T o make the perfect period of this peace, Ejtter Gloc eft #. 
Buc, And in good time, here comes the noble Duke 
Glo, Good morrow to my foucraignc King Sc Q“ e enc, 
And princely Pceres,a happic timeofday. 

Km, Happic indeede, as we haue fpent the day- 
Brother,we haue done deedes of charitic : 

Made peace of cnmidc.faire loue of hate. 

Bctvvecne thefe dwelling wrong infcnced P ceres* 

Glo, A blcfled labour my mod foucraigne liege, 
Amongd this princely heapc,ifany here 
By falfe intel!igence,or wrong fuimife. 

Hold me a foe,ifI vn wittinglj',or in my rage, 

Haue ought committed that is hardly borne ■ 

By any in this prefence, I defire 
To reconcile me to this friendly peace, 

T’is death to me to he at enmitie. 

I hate it, and dedre all good mens loue. 

Firll, Madame, I intreate true peace of yott^ r 
Which I will purchafe with my dutious fetuicc. 




I he i ragedie 



Ofyou ttiy noble coofcn Buckingham, 

Ifeucr any grudge were lodg’d beewcenevs. 

Of you Lo. Riuers,and Lord Gray of you, 

That all without defert hauefrownd on me, 
Dukes,Earks,Lords,gcntlemcn,in deed ofall : 

I do not know that Englifhman aliue. 

With whom mv foulc is any iotte at oddes. 

More then the infant that is borne to night t 
1 thankemy God for my humilitie. 

Q.u. A holy day fliall this be kept hereafter, 

I would to God all ftrifes were well compounded* 

My foue: eigne liege I do befcech your Maieftic, 

T o takcour brother Clarence to your Grace. 

Glo. Why Madame,haue I offred loue for this. 

To be thusfeorned in thisroyall prcfcnce ? 

Who knowes not that the noble Duke is dead ? 

You do him iniurie to fcomehis corfe. 

Kin. Who knowes not he is dead; who knowes he is? 
Q#, AH feeing heaucn,whata world is this; 

B «£•/(:, Looke I fo paile Lo Dor fet as the reft i 
Dor. I my good Lo.and no one in this prcfcnce* 
Buttered colour hath forlookehischeekcs. 

Km. Is Qarence dead, the order was rcuerft, 

Gio. But he (poorc foule by your firft order died. 

And that a winged Mercurieciidbcare, 

Some tardie cripple borethe countcrmaund. 

That cametoo lag to fee him buried : 

God grant that fome lefle noble, and lefle loyall. 

Nearer in bloudie thoughts ,but not in bloud : 

Deferue not worfe then wretched Clarence did. 

And yet go currant from fufpition. Enter D Artie, 

Dor, A boonc(my foucraine)for myfcrnicedone. 

Kin, I pray thee peace,my foule is full of forrorv* 

Dar, I will not rife vnleilcyour highneflegraunt. 

Kin. Then fpeake at once, what is it thou demaundft. 
Dar, The forfait foueraigne of my feruants life. 

Who flue to day.a lyotous gentleman, 

Latclie attendant on the Duke of NorfFolke. 

Kin. Ha« 




ofRichard the third. 

Kin. Hauc I a tongue to doome my brothers death. 

And (hall the fame giue pardon to a flauc i 
My brother flue no man, his fault was thought. 

And yet his puniflimeot was cruel! death. 

Who fued to me tor him ? w ho in my rage, 

Kneeld at my fccte.and bade me he aduifdc ? 

Who fpake of brotherhood? who of loue ? 

Who told me how the poore foule did forfake 
The mightie Warwicke,and did fight for me? 

Who tolde me in. the field by Teuxburie, 

When Oxford had me downe,he refeued me. 

And (aid,dcare brother, liue and be a King ? 

Who toldme when we both lay ie the field. 

Frozen almoft to death,how he did lappe me, 

Euen in his owne garmcnts,and gaue himfelfe 
All thin and and naked to the numbcold night i 
All this from my remembrance brutifh wrath 
Sinfully pluckt,and not a man of you 
Had fo much grace to put it in my minde. 

But vyh'en'yotif carters, or vour waighring vaflailei 
Haue donea drunken (laughter, a nd defaftc. 

The precious image of ourdcare Redeemer, 

Y .uft:atghtare,pn your knees for pardon, pardon. 

And [ vniuOly too, mult giaunt it you: 

But for ni\ brother,not a man would fpeake, 

Nor l.vtigrac!Ous)l]5eakie vntoinyfelfe, 

For hirrr.pdore loue : The proudeft of you all 
' Hauc beene beholding to him in his life, 

Yet none of yon would once plead for his life • 

Oh God, I fearcthy iuftice will take holdc 
On me,and you,3nd mine, and yours, for this. ( Exit. 

Corne Hiftings,he)pe sr.e to my clofet, oh poore Clarence, 
Glo. T his is the fruit of rafhneffe : markt you not 
How that theguikie kinred of the Queene, 

Lookt pale when they did he.ire of Clarence death , 

Ohtheydidvrge.itftiiivntotheKin^, ^ 

God will reuengc it. But come Jc.tsiif 
o comfort Edward with our companic. Exeunt, 

’ E Enter 




fyter Dutches ofTorke, with Clarence children 
B oj. Tell me good Grananysour father dead; 

Dm, No boy. (bteaft, 

B 9 y, Why doo you wring your hand?, and beat y out 
And crie,Oh Clarence my vnhappie fonne i. 

G erl. Why do you looke on vs, and flwke yqur head, 

And call vs wretches, Orphanes,caftawayes, 

If that our noble father be aliuc ? 

Dm. My p; ettie Cofens, you mrnake me much, 

I do lament the.ficken.elle of the King : 

As loath tojoofe him, not your fatners death : 

It were loft labour, to weepe for one that s loft. 

B ey. Then Granam you conclude that he is dead, 

The King my Vncle is too blame for this; 

God will reurnge it , whom! will importune 

With day he praiers,all tothat efteft, 

Dut. Peace children, peace, the King doth lone you well, 
Incapable and fhallow innocents, , 

You cannot guefTc who caufde your fathers death. 

boy. Granam we can : For ray good Vncle. Glocelltt 
Told me, the King prouoked by. the Quecnc, 

Deuis’d impeachments to imptifon him : 

And when hee toldc me fo, hee wept. 

And hugd me in his arme, and kindly kilt my chevcc, 

And bad me rclie on him as on my father. 

And he would loifc me dearely aslus chude. 

Dm. Oh that dcceitc fhould ftca'e fuch gentle ftiapth 
And with a vertuous vilard hide foule guiie : 

He is my fanne,yea,and therein my lhame : 

Y et from my dugs he drew nor 1 t ^ s . d !f. c ^h r 
Boy. Thinkeyou my Vnde diddiftemble,Granam. 

B^llannot thinkc it,liarke what noifeis this# 

Qm Oh who flaall hinder me to wailc and weepe. 

To chide my fortune, and torment my fclfc? 
lie ioine with blackc defpaire againft my ou c. 

And to my felfc become an cnemie. . . H 

Dm, What m canes this feeane of rude rmpatte • ^ 

Qu. To make an aft oftragickc violence, 



of Richard the third. 

Ed ward, my Lord, your fonne our King is dead. 

Why grow the branches,now the roote is witherd? 

Why wither not the leaucs.the fap being gone? 

Ifyou will liue, lament :ifdie,be briefe : 

That our Iwift winged foule$»may catch the Kings, 

Or like obedient fubiefts, follow him 
To his new kingdome ofperpctuall reft . 

Dm. Ah fo much intereft liaue I in thy forrow. 

As I had title in thy nebl e hufband : 

Ihaue bewept a worthy husbands death, 

And liu’d by looking on his images. 

But now two mirrors of his Princely femblance, 

Are crackt in pecccs by malignant death : 

And I for comfort haue but one falfe glafte, 

Which greeues me when I fee my fharne in him* 

Thou art a widowe,yct thouart a mother, 

And haft the comfort of thy children left thee : 

But death hath fnatcht my children from mine aimes. 

And pluckt two crutches from my feeble limmes, 

Fdward and Clarence, Oh what caufe haue I 
Then, being but rnoity of my griefe, 

To ouergo thy plants and .drowne thy cries? 

Boy. Good Aunt, you wept not for our fathers death, 
How can we aid you with our kindreds tearcsi 
Gerl, Our fatherlefte diftrefle was left vnmoand. 

Your widowes dolours likewife be vnwept. 

Qu. Giue me nohelpc in lamentation, 

I am not barren to bring fo: th laments. 

All fprings reduce their currents to mine eics, 

That I being gouctnd by the watry naoane, 

May fend fooith plenteous teares to drowne the world t 
Oh for my husband,for ray cyreLo. Edward. 

Ambo. Oh for our father.for our deare Lo: Clarence. 
Dm. Alas for both, both mine Edward and Clarence* 
Q*. W bat ftay had 1 but Ed ward, and lie is gone? 

Aw. What ftay had we but Clarence, and he is gonci 
Dm. Whatftaieshadlbut they,and they arc gone? 

Q«. Was ncucr widow, had fc dearc a Ioffe* 
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Ambo, Was cuer Orphancts had a dearer lofted 
T):i. Was eiler mother had a dearer Ioffe? 

Alas, I am the mother of thefe mones. 

Their woes are parceld,mine are generall: 

She for Edward weepe$,and fo do I: 

1 for a Clarence weepe,fo doth not fhe: 

Thefe babes for Clarence weepe,and fo do I: 

I for an Edward wiepe, and fo do they, 

Ahs,you three on me threefold diftreft, 

Proue ail your teares,Iam your (brrowes nurfe. 

And I will pamper it wfth lamentations. Enter Clocefb 
67,Madame h;>ue comfort,' alhif Vs haueoaufe. mi b ether i, 
To waile the dimming bl'our filming ftatre: 

But none can cu e.thcVharnies by wailing them, 
Madame my mother, I do trie you mercie, 

1 did not feeyour Grace, humbly on my knee 

Icrauejourblcfling. 

Da, God bltlte thee, and put rneekenes in thy mind, 
Loue,charitic,6bcdiencc,and true dutie, 

• Glo. Amen, and make me die a good olde man. 

Thats the butt end of my mothers blefling: 

I marucll why hcrGrace did leaueitout? 

Buc\. You cloudy princes, and’ hart forrowing peered 



Now cheare each othe.yin each others loue: 

Though wee haue fpent our harueft for this King* 

We are to reape the h^rueft'pf his fontie: 

The broken raqcpur of yoiifliigh fwoirie hearts, 

But lately fplihted,1thitiand i'dynde together, 

Muft greatly be preferu l d ) cherifht,and kept. 

Me feemc th good that with fome little traine, 

Forthwith from Ludlcvv thy yong Prince be fetcht 
Hither to London, to be crownd our King. 

Glo, Then beit fo s and go. vve to determine, 

Who they fhall be that ftraight fhall poft to Ludlow: 
Madame,anclyou my mother, will you go. 

Tog iue your cenfures in this waightie bufinelle, 

Aaj, With all our hearts. Exeunt, twin. G o. ^ 
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Back, My Lord, who euer iourneyes to- the Princes 
For Gods lake let not vs two be behinde: 

For by the way I le fort occafion, 

As index to the ftori e we lately talkt of , 

To part the Queencsproude kindred from the King, 

Glo, My other felfc,my counfels confiftoric, 

My Oracle, my Prophet,my dearc Cofcn; 

1 like a child will go by thy direftion: 

Towards Ludlow then,for we will not flay behmdc. 

Enter two Citizen!. 

1 Cit. Neighbour well met, whither away fofaft? 

2 Cit. I promife you, I fcarcely know my fclfe. 

1 Hear e you the newes abroad* 

2 I, that the King is dead. 

I Bad newes birlady,feldome comes the better, 

I feare, I feare, twill proue a troublefome world. Enter ano- 
5 Cit, Good morrow neighbours, tberfit. 

Doth this newes hold of good King Edwards death? 

1 It doth. 3 Then mailers look to fee a troublous world 

1 No,no ,by Gods grace his fonne fhall raigne. 

3 Wo to that land thats gouei ndby a childe * 

2 In him there is a hope of gouernmsjnt, 

That in his nonage , counfell vnder him. 

And in his full and ripened yeareshimfelfe, 

No doubt fhall then, and till then gouei ne well. 

1 So flood the {fate when Harry the fixt ; : , 

Was crownd at Paris, but at xi,moneths olde. 

3 Stood the ftatefoSno good my friend not fo, 

For then this land was famoufly enricht , 

Wirh pollitike graue counfelhthen the King 
Had v ei tuous V nckles to protcvl his grace. 

2 So hath this, both by the father and mother, 

3 Better it were they all came by the father. 

Or by the father there were none at all: 

For emulation now, who fhall be near eft: 

W hich touch vs all too nearest God preuent not, 

O h full of danger is the Duke of Gloceftcr, 

And the Quecnes kindred hautic and proude. 
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A nd were they to be ruldc,and not to rule, 

This fickly land might folacc as before. 

2 Come, come, we fcarc the woorft.all ftialbe ,wel. 

3 When cloudes appeare.wife men put on their cloakes: 
When great leaues fall, the winter is at hand '. 

When the lunne lets, who doth not looke for night * 
Vnrimely ftormes.makc men expett a dearth : 

All may be well : but if God fort it fo, 

Tis more then wedeferucorl expert. 

1 Truelie the foules of men are full ofbread : 

Yee cannot almoft rcafon with a man 

That lookes not heauily,and full offeare. 

3 Before the times ot change, ftill is it fo; 

By a diuine inftinft mens mindes miftrult 
Enfuing dangers, as by proofe wc fee, 

Thewaters fvvell before a boiftrous ftorme; 

But leaue itall to God : whither away? 

2 Wc are fent for to the Iuftice. 

3 And fo was I.Ilebeare you company. Exeunt. 
Enter Cardinal /dutches ofTorkeyQttee.yenng T orhe. 

Car. Laft night I hearc they lay at Northhampton, 

At ftoniftratford will they be to night, 

T o morrow or next day, they will be here. 

Dnt. I long with all my heart to fee the Prince, 

I hope he is much growen fince laft I faw him. 

Qn. But 1 heare no, they fay my fonne of Yorke 
Hath almoft ouertane him in his growth. 

Tor. I mother,but I would not haue it fo. 

T)ut. Whymy yongCozenit isgoodto growe. 

Tor. Grandam,onc night as we did lit at fupper, 

My vncklc Riuerstalkthow I did grow 

More then my brother.l quoth my V nckle Glocefter, 

Small herbes haue grace, great wcedes grow apace, 

And fince me thinkcsl would not grow fo fall:: 
Bccaufofwcete flowers areftowe,and weedes makchaftc* 
D nt. Good faith, good faith, the faying did not hold. 

In him that did obieft the fame to thee : 

He was the wrctchcdft thing when he was young 
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“ofT^ictiarct tne tmra. 

c.,i on <r 3 ^rowing, and folcifurely, . 

That if this were a true ruftge Ihoulc be gracious. 

Car Why Madamc^fo no doubt he is. 

Dnt. I hope fo tob.but yet let mothers’ doubt. 

Tor Now by my troth iHhad ueene remembred, 

I could haue giuen my V nckles grace a flour, mne, 

T i f fhouUl haue ncerer toucht ms growth then lie did 
™ «,*' How m . pretic Yovkcsl pmy thee let me heare rt. 

Tor'. Mai tie they lay that my Vnckle grew fo laft, 

That he could gnaw a cruft at tvyo homes old: 

T was full two yeares ere I could get a tooth. 

Granam this would haue beene a pretie left. 

Dut. I pray thee pretie Yorke who told thee fo? 

Tor. Granam his nurfe. 

Dnc. Whv Ihc was dead ere. thou wert borne. 

Ter If twere not fiie,l cannot tell who told tnX 
Qu. A perilous boy ,go to.youa re too ftirewd, • 

Car, Good Madame be not angrie with the chi,d. 

Q u. Pitchers haue eares. . 

Car, Here comes your fonne, LaMarques Dorfct. 

What newes Lo: Marques? . 

Dor. Such nevves my Lord, as greeuesme to vnrolde. 
Q*. How fares the Prince? 

Dor. Well Madame, and in health. 

Dnt, What is the newes then? 

Dor. Lo;Riuers and Lo:Gray>are fent to Pomtret, 

With them, Sir Thomas Vaughan, prifoners. 

Dnt. Whohath committed them? 

Dor. The mightie Dukes,Gloccftcr and Buckingham. 
Car. For what offence? t • 

D»r, The fumme of all I cah;l haue difclofed; 

Why, or what thefc nobles were committed, 

Is all vnknowne to me my gracious Lady. 

Q «. Ay mee,I fecthe downefallot our home. 

The tyger now hath ceazd the gentle hinde: 

’ Infulting tyranny begins to ict, 

Vpon the innocent and lawlefte throanc: 

Welcome deftruftion>dcathand Maflacre, . 

Ifce 




I fee ns in am„ppe the end of all, 

Dut. A ecu r led and vnquiet wrangling daics. 

How many of you haue mine eies beheld? 

My husbancLloft his life to get the crowne, 

And often vpanddovvnemy fonnes were toft. 

For me to ioy and weepe their gaineand Ioffe, 

And being feared, and domeftike broiles 
Cleane ouerblowne, therafeltics the conquerours. 

Make warre vpon themfelues,b!ood againft blood, 

Sclfe againft felfe, O prepoftcrous 

And frantike outrage, ende thy damned fplcene. 

Or letme die to looke on death no more. 

Q#, Come, come, my boy,wc will to (anduarie. 

But. He go along with you. 

Q«. You haue no caufe. 

Car, My gracious Ladie go, 

And thither bcare your treafure and your goods, 

For my part, lie refigne vnto your Grace, 

The feale I keepc.and fo betide to me, 

As well I tender you and allot yours: L 

ComCjIle conduct you to the fanftuarie. ^fl!***' 

7 * be Trumpet! found. Enter yong Prince, the Dukes of G^- 

cefterjtnd. Buck<ngham y C ardtnall/5-c. .(ber, 

Sue, Welcome fw cere Prince to London to \ our cham- 
G lo. Welcome dcare Cofcn my thoughts foueraigne, 
The wcarie way hath made you melancholic. 

Prin. No vncle, but our erodes on the way, 

Haue made it tedious, wearifome, and heauies 
Iwantmore Vnclcshereto welcome me, 

Glo. Sweete Prinrfe; the vntamted verme ofyour yeercs, 
Hath not ye|.diucd into the worlds deceit : 

Nor more can youdiftinguifhof arnan* 

Then of his outward (hew, which God lie knowes, 

Seldome or neuer iumpeth with the heai t: 

Thofe Vncles whicli you want,werc dangerous. 

You' Grace attended to their fugred words, 

But lookt not on the poyfon of their , 

God keepe you from them, and from fuchf fe 
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Pri. God keepe me from falfe friends, but they were none, 
Glo. My Lord,thc Maior of London comes to greete you. 
Enter Lord Aiaior. 

Lo.M.GoA blefte your grace, with health and happy daies. 

Prin. I thanke you good my L. and thanke you all: 

I thought my mother, and my brother Yorke 
Would long ere this haue met vs on the way: 

Fie, what a (lug is Haftings,that he comes not 
To tell vs whether they will come or no. [Enter L. Hajt. 
'Buck. And in good time,here comes the fweating Lord. 
Pri. Welcome my Lord: what will our mother conseJ 
Haft. On what occafion,God he knowes/not I: 

The Queene your mother, and your brother Yorke 

Haue taken fanduarie: The tender Prince 

Would faine haue come with me,to meete your Grace* 

But by his mother was perforce withheld. 

Bmc. Fie, what an indited and peeui (h courfe 
Is this of hers? Lo.Cardinall.will your grace 
Perfwade the Queene to fend the Duke of Yorke 
Vnto his princely brother prefently? 

If (he denie,Lo. Haftings go with him. 

And from her iealous armes plucke him perforce. 

Car. My Lo: ofBuckingham, if my weake oratory 
Can from his mother winne the Duke of Yorke, 

Anon expect him here : but if thi be obdurate 
To tnilde entreaties, God in heauen forbid 
We fliould infringe the holy priuiledge 
Of blelled fanduarie,not for all this land. 

Would I be gui.tie of fo deepe a finrie. “ 

Bhc. You are too fencel die obftinafe my L c » 

loo ceremonious and traditional: 

W eiglvit but with the grollcneffe of this age 
lou breakenotfanduatiein fcazinglrim: 

1 he benefit thereofis alwaies granted 
o t lofe whole dealings luue deferued the place, 

Ana thofe who haue the wirto claime the place. 

And ti « n # ,e ne ^ cr cJa imed it, nor dderueditj 

And therefore in nunc opinion, cannot haue it, 

Iks 
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Then taking him fiott! thence that is not there, 

You breake no priuiledgc nor charter there: ^ 

Oft haue I heard of fanftuarie men , 

BuUan&uarie children neuer til’ now. 

Car. My Lo: you fiiall.ouer.rule my minde for.once: 
Gome on L: H ayings, will, you go with me? 

Haft. I go my Lord. 

Prin. Good Lords make all the fpeedy haft you may t 
Say Vnckie Glofter,if our brother come, 

Where fiiall we foiournc till our Coronation; 

Clo. Where it Teenies beft vnto your royall felfe: 

If I may councell you,fome day or two, 

Your highnefie fliall repo.fc you at the tower: 

Then where you plcafc,and ftialbc thought mod fit, 
Fot your beft health and recreatipn. 

Prin. I do not like the tower of any place 
Did Iulius Caefar build that place jny Lprd; 

Buc. He did ,my grappus L: begin that place, . 
Which fi nee fueceecling ages haue reedified. 

Prin. Is it vpon record, or elfe reported 
Succcffiuely from age to age he built it? 

JBuc. Vpon record pay gratious Lo: 
prin. But fay my Lo: it were not ffegiftred,- 
Me thinkes the ppth;fhpu1d liue fropjageto age, 
AstwcrereMifidetoallpofterity,,,,] * • . 

Euen to the generallending day. - - • 

do. So wife,fo young, they fay, do neper hue long. 
Prin. What fay you Vnc kb; 

Cb. 1 fay wit houYchji rasters fame hues long: 

Thus like the formal! vice inicjuitic 
I moraliize two meanings in one word. 

Pri, That Iuljus Caefar was a ft rapus man. 

With what his valouc did enrich his w\t, 5 

His wit fet downe to make hisyalure !iue: 

Death makes no concpueft of his conquetour. 

For now he iiuesin fame, though not in Me: 

Jlc tell you what ray Coufen Buckingham 
Bus, What my gratious Lord? 
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Prin. And if I iiue vritill I be a man, 
lie win our auncient right in France againe, 

Or die a fouldicr as I liude a King. 

C/.'i?. Short fummers lightly haue a forward fpiing. 

Enter young Tank?, Hdfttrigs, Cardinal! t 
Bnc. Now in good time here comes the Duke of Yorkfe, 
Pri, Rich, of Yorke,how fares our lolling brother? 

Tor. Well my dread Lo: fo niuft I call you now. 

Tri, I brother to our griefc as it is yours: 

Too late he died that might haue kept that title. 

Which by his death bath loft much maiefly, 

Glo, How- fares our Coufen noble L. ofYoikeJ 
Tor. I thankc you gentle Vfickle, OmyLo : 

Youfaid that Idle weeds are faft in growth:. 

The Prince my brother hath outgrown me farre, 

Glo, He hath my Lo: 

Tor. And ftier efore is he idle? 

Glo. Oh iny faire Coufen, I muft not fay Co. 

Tor, Then he is more beholding to you then I. 

Glo. He may command me as my foUerai° , nej 
Bufyouhauepovveririmeasin akinfman. ° 

Tor. I pray you V nckle giue me this dagger. 

Glo. My dagger litle Ccufcn,vvithall my heair. 

Pri. A oegger brother; 

Tor. Of my kindc Vnckie that I know will glue* 

And being but a toy,which is no greefc to giUe. 

greater gifrthen that, life giue my Cofen. 

Tor, A greater gifr,0 tliats the fvvord to it. 

r *Y\ t ^ ligbtenough. 

* or. U tha lice you wil part but with light gifts* 
a wag iuer tiling, youlc fay a begger nay. * 

rlr t 15 i r ° r your grace to wear*. 
n * Am C ‘ g l ir % In, y wer c it heauier. 

lo W liar vveuidyou haue my weapon litle Lord; 

cl 

Vcckl. vlli °O ct k c wili ftillfccciofTc inu!]tc: 

.1 ^ knowes how to beam with him. 
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Yor. You meanc to bcare me, not to beare with me i 
Vncklc.my brother mockes both you and me, 

Bccaufe that I am title like an ape, 

He thinkes that you (hould beare me on yout Chouldcrs. 

Buc. With what a fharpc prouided wit he reafons 
Tomittigate the fcorne he gmes his V nckiet 
Heprcteiy and aptly taunts himfclfe,. 

So cunning and fo young is wondcrfuH. 

Glo. My. Lo : wilt p’eafc you paffe along. 

My felfe and my good Coufcn Buckingham, 

Will to your mother to entreateofher, 

To meete you at the Tower, and welcome you. 

Yor. What will you go vnto the tower my Lo?; 

Prin , My Lo:prpteftor will haue it fo. 

Yor. 1 Ihall not fleepc in quiet at the tower. . 

Glo. Why, what fhculd you fcaref 

Yor. Mary my V nckle Clarence angry ghofl: 

My Granam tolde me he was murdred there.. 

Prin . I feare no V ncklcs dead. 

Glo. Nor none that liue.l hope,. 

‘Brin. And if they liuc,l hope I need not .care. 

But come my L: with a heauic heart 
Thinking on them, go I vnto the tower. . 

‘ Exeunt Prw.ror.Haft.Dorf.manet.Rtcb.Buc. 

Bm Thiqke you my, Lo: this litle prating I orke,. 
Was notincenfcd by his fubtile mother, 

To.taunt and fcorne you thus opprobiioufly ? 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt, Gh tis a perilous bo/, . 

Bold, quicke, ingenious, forward, capable, 

He is all the mothers, from the top to toe. 

Bnc. Well let themreft.: Come. hither Catesby, 

Thouart fworne as deepely to efteft what we inten a 
As clofely to conccak what we impair, * _ 

Thou knoweft our reafons vrgde vponthe way. 
What thinkeft thou* is it not an eafie matter 
To make William Lo: ttaftings of our ramd«, 

For the inftalcment of this noble Duke, 

In the fcaie royall oftliis fcmous utf 
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CdteC He for his fathers fake fo loues the Prince, 

That he will not be wonne to ought againft him. 

Bucks Whatthinkeft thou then o. Stanley , what Will i 

Cat. He will do all in all as Halting? doth. 

Buck. Well then no mote but this: 

Go gentle Catesbv,and as itwercafarre oft, 

Sound thou Lo: Haitinks, how he ftands affcaed 

Vino our purpofe.ifhe be willing, 

Encourage him, and ihew him all our reafons: 

If he be leaden, icie,co!d vnwilling, 

Bethoufo too : andfo breake off your talke, 

And < T iue vs notice of his inclination! 

For we to morrow hold deuidedcounfels, 

Wherein thy felfe lhalt highly be emploied. 

Glo. Commend me toLorWilliam^ellhimCatesbyj 

His auncientknotof dangerous aduerfanes. 

To morrow are let bloud at Pomfret Caltle, 

And bid my friend for ioy of this goodnewes, 

Giue MiftrefTe Shore, one gentle kifle the more. 

Bnc. Good Catesby effect this bufmefTe foundly.. 

Cat My °ood Lo: bothjWithall the heed I may. 

Glo. Shall we beare from you Qteshy erewefle.epe T- 
Cat. Youfball mV Lord, 

Glo. At Crobsby place there fiiall youfinde vs both . 

Buc. Now my Lo: what (hall we do, if we percents. 
William Lo: Haftingswill not yecldto our complotsi 
Glo. Chop off hishead man,fomewhatwe will do, 

And lookc when I amKingjClaitne thou of 
The Earledomc of Hereford, and the movables. 

Whereof the King my brother flood poflelt. 

Buc. lie claimc that promife atyour graces hand?. 

Glo. And looke to haue it yeelded with willingnelle* 

Gome let vs fuppe be times, that afterwards 

We may digeft our complots in fome former Excm* 
Enter ameffcngtr lo L»o: Hafttngs. 

Mitff. What ho rnyJLord. 

Haft. Who knocks at the doref r rr»® 

A roefTengsr from the Lo: Stanley-. Enter Ll ^ 



Haft, Wharsaclocke? 

CMejf. Vpon the ftroke of foure. 

■Haft, Cannot thy maifu r fleepe the tedious nights? 
A4tjf. Soitfhculdfeemeby that I haue to fay ^ 

Firft he commends him to your n:b:'e Lordfhip. 

Haft, And then.- Meft And then he fends you word, 

He dreamt to night the beare had rafle his hclmc: 
Befides,he fates there art two councels held. 

And thatruay be determined at the one, 

W hich may make you and him to rewe at the other, 
Therefore he fends to know yout Iordfliips.pl e afiire : 

If prefently you will fake hoi fe with him, 

And with al! fpeedep oftinto the Noi th. 

To (liun the danger that his foule diuines. 

Haft. Gofelloivvgojretiirne vnto thy Lord, 

Bid him not feare the feparated councels: 

His honour and my felfe arc at the one. 

And at the other, is my feruaht Garesby: r ' 

Where nothing can proceed that roucheth vs. 

Whereof I fliall not haue intelligence. 

Tclhimhis feares are fhal! >w,w.mting-mflancie. 

And for his dreames,! woftder he is fo fond, 

T o trufl the mockery of vnquiet flumbers, 

To fiie the boare, before the be are purfueS vs. 

Were to incenfe the boare to follow vs. 

And make puifuite where he did meant no chafes 
Go bid -thy maifler rife and come to me. 

And we will both togither to the tower. 

Where he (hall fee the boare will vfe vskindly. 

Mef. My gratious Lo: lie tell him what you fay. Enter 
Cat, Many good^noi rowes to my noble Lo: ((ftatetty. 

Haft. Good morrow Catesby,you are early flirting. 

What newes what newes, in this our tottering Rate i 
Cat. it is a reeling world indeed my Lo s 
And I beleeueit will neucr ftand vpright, 

Till Richard vveare the garland of the Realme. 

Haft. Howfweate the garland? doeft thou meane the - 
: 'Cftt, I my good Lord. (crown?! 

“* ~ ~ - ..x, _ Holla- 
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Haft, lie haue this crovvne of mine, cut from my fhoulders 
Ere I will fee the crowns fo foule mifplaftc: 

But canft thou guelTe that he doth aime at it. 

Cat. vpon my life my Lo:and hopes to find you forward 
Vpon his party for the gains thereof 
And thereupon he fends you this good newes, 

That this fame very day, your enemies, 

The kindred oftheQueenemufl: die at Pomfrec. 

Haft. Indeed lam no mourner for that newes, 

Becaufe they haue bene Hill mine enemies : 

But that Iie giue my voice on Richards fide, 

To barre my maifiers heires in true difeent, 

God knowes I will not do it to the death, 

(ftat. God keepc your Lordflrip in thatgratiousminde. 

Haft. But I fhall laugh at this a tweluemonth hence, 

That they who brought me in my M aiders hate, 
lime to looke vpon their tragedie : 

I tell thee Catesby'. Cat, .What my Lord? - 

Haft. Ere a fortnight make me elder, 

I le fend feme packing, that yet thinke not on it. 

Cat. Tis a vile thing to die my gratious Lord, , 

When men are vnprepard,and looke not for it. 

Haft. O Monftrous, monfl rous.and fo falls it. out 
With Riucrs,Vaughan,Gray,and.fo twill doo 
With fome men el (e, who thinke themfelues as fafe 
Asthou,and l,who as ihoU knoweft arc dcare 
To Princely Richard, and to Buckingham. 

Cat, The Princes both aaakchigh account ofyou, 

For they account his head vpon the bridge. 

Haft. I know they do, and I haue well deferued it. 

Enter Lord Stanley . 

What my L: where is your boare-fpeare man? 

Fcare you the boare and go fo vnpiouided? 

Stan.,hAy Lo: good morrow: good morrow Catesbys 
You may icfl on: but by the holy roode. 

I do not like tbefe feuerall councels I. 

Hift. MyLorl boldemy ltfeas dearcas you do y ours. 
And ncusr in my life I do protefl, . 

- m -1 - • Was,,. 
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Was it wore pre ions to me then it i> now: 

Thinke you, but that 1 know our ftate fecure, 

I would befo triumphant as I am i 

Stan, The Lords at Pomfret when they rode from London, 

Were iocund,and fuppofde their flares was fare, 

And they indeed had no caufe to miftruft : 

But yet you fee how foone the day ouercaft, 

This fodaine fcab of rancour I mifdoubt, 

Pray Cod, I fay, I proue a ncedlefle coward : 

But come my Lo: (hall we to the tower? 

Haft. I go : but ftay,heare you not the newes, 

This day thofe men you talk: of, are beheaded. 

<57<».Thcy for their truth might bet ter weare their heads. 
Then forne that haue accufde them weare their hat,: 

But come my Lo*. let vs away . Enter Haft. a Pur fin ant. 

Haft. Goyou before.,lle follow prefently. 

Haft. Well met Haftingshow goes the world with thee? 
Pur. The better that it plcafe your Lo :to aske. 

Haft. I tell thee fellow tis better with me now, 

Then when I met thee laft where now wc meetc: 

Then was I going prifoner to the T ower, 

By the fuggeftion of the Queenes allies: 

But now I tell thee (keepe it to thy felfe) 

This day thofe enemies are put to death, 

And I in better ftate then euer I was. 

Pur, God hold it to your honors good content. 

Haft.G ramcrcy Haftings,hold fpend thou that: Hegtuei 
Pur. Godfaue your Lordfhip. (htnohispurfe. 

Haft. What fir Iobn youarc well met, (Enter a Prieft. 

1 am beholding'to you for your laft daiesexercife: 

Come the next fabacth,and I wilt content you. He a hif- 

Entcr 'Buckingham, (in his e are, 

Buc. How now Lo:Chamberlaine,what talking with a 

Your friends at Pomfret they do need the prieft (pnelt* 

Your honour hath no (hatting worke in hand. 

Haft. Good faith and when I met this holy man, 

Thole men you ta'ke of came into my mindc: 

What, go you to the tower my Lord? 
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Tuc. I do, but long I (hall not ftay, 

I (hall returne before your Lordfhip thence. 

Haft . Tis like enough, for I ftay dinner there. 

Hue. And (upper too,although thou knpweft it not: 
Gome (hall we go along? Exeunt, 

Enter Sir Richard Ratltffejvitb the Lord Ritters , 

Gray , and 'Vaughan^rijoners. 

Rat!. Come bring forth the prifoners. 

Riu. Sir Richard Ratliffe let me tell thee this: 

To day (halt thou behold a fubieft die. 

For truth, for duty, and for loyaltic. 

Gray. God keepe the Prince from all the packe of you: 
A knot you are ofdamned bloudfuckers. 

Riu. O Pomfret, Pomfret, Oh thou bloudic prifon, 
Fatalland cbminious to noble peercs. 

Within the guilty elofure ofthy walls 
Richard thefecond here washackt to death: 
i And for more (launder to thy difmallfcule. 

We giuethee vpourguiltleffe blouds to dnnke. 

Gray, Now Margarets curfe is falnevpon our heads : 

For (landing by, when Richard ftabd her fonne: 

A’o.Thcn card: flief ladings, then curft (lie Buckingham: 
Then curft (he Richard. Oh remember God, 

To hearc her praiers for them as now for rs, 

And for my (id er,and her princely fonne: 

Be fatiffied deare God with our true blouds, 

Which as thou knoweft yniuftly muft be (pile. 

Rat. Comc,come, difpatch,the limit of your line* is out, 

Riu. Come Gray,cotne V aughan,kt vs all imbrace 
And take our leaue vntill we meete in heauen. Exeunt, 

Enter the Lords to CctinceU. 

Haft My Lords, at once the caufe why wc arc mer 3 
Is to determine of the coronation: 

In Gods name fey, when is this royal] day? 

Rue. Are all things fitting for that royall time ? 

Day, I? is,ancl wants but nomination, , 

RUu. To morrawihen,! gucfl'c a happic time. 

Buc, Who knotves the Lord protc&ojs mind herein? 
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Who is moft inward with the noble Duke? 

Bi. Why you my Lo : roe thinkes you (hould feoneft know 
Bhc. Who I roy Lo ? we know each others faces : (his mind 
But for our harts, he knowes no more of mine, 

Then I of yours: nor I no more of his, then you of mine: 
Lo:Haftings,you and he arericere in loue, 

Ha(l. I thankc his Gi ace,l know he loues me well: 

But for his purpofe in the coronation: 

I haue not founded him, nor he deliuerd 
His Graces pleafure any way therein: 

But you my noble Lot may name the time. 

And in the Dukes bchalfe.lle giue my voice, 

Which I prefume lie will take in gentle part. 

Btfh. Now in good time here comes the Duke htmfelfe. 
Glo. My noble L. and Cofens all, good morrow, ( En.Glo . 

I hauebenelongafleeper,butnovvI hope 

My abfcncc doth negleft no great defignes. 

Which by my prefence might hauebene concluded. 

Bttc. Had not you come vpon your kew my Lo: 
William L. Haftings had now pronounft your part: 

1 meane your voice for crowning ofthe King. 

Glo, Then my L. Haftings no man might be bolder* 
His Lordfhip knowes me well, and loues me well. 

Haft. I thanke your Grace. 

Glo. My L of Elie, B,(b. M y Lo: . 

Glo. When I waslaft in Holborne, 

I faw good ftrawberries in your garden there, , 

I do befcech youfend for fome of them. 

B<(b. I go my Lord. 

Glo. Cofen Buckingham, a word with you: 

Catcsby hath founded Haftings in our buunelle. 

And findes the tefty Gentlemanfo hot, 

As he wililoofc his head care giue confent. 

His Maifters fonne as worlhipfull he termes if, 

Shall look the royalty of Englands thtoane. 

Bttc. Withdraw you hence my L- lie follow you* ■ 

Da r. We haue not yet fetdowne this day of mump > 

To morrow ia mine opinion is too foones 
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Fori my felfe am not fo well prouided, Enter, B , 

As elfe 1 would be, were the day prolonged. of Elf. 

By. Where is my L.proteftor,! haue fent for thefc ftrawbe- 
Ha. His Grace lookes cheerfully and fmooth today, (ries. 
Theres fome conceit or other likes him well. 

When he doth bid good morrow with fuch a fpirit. 

I think,e there is ncuer a man in chriftendomc, 

That can leficr hide his loue or hate then he : 

For by his face ftraight {hall you know his heart. 

Dar. What of his heart perceiue you in his face. 

By any likelihood he fire wed to day? 

Haft. Mary, that with no man here he i s offended. 

For if he were, he would haue fiiewen it in his face. 

Dar. I pray God he be not, I fay. Enter Glo. 

Glo. Ipray you al!,what do they deferue, 

That do confpire my death with diuellilh plots, 

Of damned witchcraft,and that haue preuai'd, 

Vpon my bodie with their hellifh charmes ? 

Haft. The tender loue I bearc your grace my Lo s 
Makes me moft forward in this noble prcfcnce, 

T o doome the offenders whatfocuer they be: 

I fay my Lord they haue defer ued death. 

Glo. Then be your eies the witneffe of this ill, 

See how I am bewitcht, behold mine armc 
Is like a blafted fipling withered vp. 

Tiiis is that Edwards wife , that monftrous witch, 
Conforted with that harlot {trumpet Shore, 

That by their witchcrafts thus haue marked me. 

Haft. If they haue done this thing my grarious Lo t 

Glo, If, thou protestor of this damned fttumpet, 

T elft thou me of iffes? thou arta traitor. 

Off with his hcad.Now by Saint Paule? 

I will not dine to day I fwcare, 

Vntill I fee the fame, fome fee it done: 

The reft that loue me, come and follow me. Ext tint. mami 

Ha. Wo wo for England, not a whit for me: Cat. with Hd, 
For I too fond might haue preuented this: 

Stanley did dreame the boare did race his hdme, 
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But I difdaind it, and did fcorne to flic. 

Three times to day,my fbot.edoth horfe did ftumble. 

And ftartlcd when hclooktvpon the tower, 

As loth to beare me to the flatighferhoufc, 

Qh.nbw I want the Prieft that fpake to me, 

I now repent 1 told the Purfiuant, 

As twere triumphing at mine enemies: 

How they at Pomfret bloudily were butcherd, 

And 1 my felfefecurc in grace and fauour: 

Oh Margaret, Margaret : now thy heauic curfe, 

Is lighted on poorc Haflings wretched head. 

Cat. Difpatch my Lo: the Duke would be at dinner: 
Make a fhort fhrift,he longs to fee your head. 

Haft. O momentary ftatc of worldly men, 

Which we more hunt for, then the grace of heauen : 

Who buildeshis hopes in aireof your fairelookcs, 

Liues like a drunken fay ler on a mall, 

Readie with cuery nod to tumble dovvne 
Into thefatall bowels ofthedeepe. 

Come lcade me to the blocke,beare him my head, 
T.hey.fmilc at me, that Ihorcly lhalbe dead. Exeunt. 

Enter D uke of Clofter and Buckingham in armor . 

Glo. Come Cofen, canft thou quake and change thy colour? 
Murther thy breath in middle of a word, 

And then begin againe and flop againe. 

As if thou wert ditfraught and mad with terror. 

Buc. Tutfearenot me. 

I can counterfeit the deepc Tragedian, 

Speake,and lookc backe,and pric on eucry fide: 

Intending deepe fufpition,gaftly lookes 
Are at my feruice like lnforced Grilles, 

And both arc ready in their offices 

To grace my flratagems. Enter Muinf. 

G,lo. Here comes the Maior. . 

Buc.~ Let me alone to entertaine him * Lot Max. 

Glo. Lookc to the drawbridge there. 

Buc, Thereafonwc hauefentfor you, 

Glo, Catesby oucrlookc the walh, » ? 
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Buck. Harke,l hearc a drumme. 

Glo. Lookc backe, defend thee, here ar'e enemies. 

Buc , God and our innocencie defend vs. Enter Cate soy 

Glo. 0,0, be quiet,it is Catesby. with Haft. head. 

Cat. Here is the head ofthat ignoble traitor, 

The daungerous and vnfufpeftcd Haftings. 

Glo. So deare I lou’d the man, that I muft weepe? 

I tooke him for the plainefl harmelcffc man, 

That breathed vpon this earth a Chriftian, 

Looke ye my Lo : Maior. 

Made him my booke, wherein my foulc recorded. 

The hiftory ofal! her fecret thoughts : 

So fmoothe lie daubd his vice with lliewof veituc, - 
That his apparant open guilt omitted: 

I meane his couerfation with Shores wife. 

He laid from all attainder offufpett. (traitor 

Buck- Well well, he was thecouertfl fheltrcd 
That euer liu’d ,wold you haue imagined, 

Or almoft belecue, wert not by great prefcruatic 
We liue to tellityou? The fubtile traitor 
Had this day plotted in the.councell houfe, , 

Tomurdcrme, andmygoodLordofGloceffer. i 

Alaior. Whaf,had he lo? 

Glo. W hat thinke you we are Turks or Infidels, 

Or that we w'ould againft the forme of lawc»<- 
Proceed thus rafhiy to the villaines death, 

But that the extreamc perill of the cafe, 

The peace of Fngland,and our perlons fafety 
Inforft vs to this execution? 

Ma. Now fairebcfalyou,hedeferued his death. 

And you mygood Lo:both,haue well proceeded 5 
To warne falfe traitours from the like attempts: . 

1 ncuer lookt for better at his hands. 

After he once fell in with Miftrefle Shore. 

c D;<t. Yet had not we determined he fhould die, 

V mill your Lordlhip came to fee his death , 

Which now the longing hafteofthefe our friends 
Someyvhat againft out meaning hatse pycuentcd j _ 

G z • . - Bseaufe 









ThcTragedie 

Becaufc,my Lord, we would liaue had you heard 
The traitor fpeake, and timeroufly confeffe 
T he raancr,and the purpofc of his treafon, 

That you might well haue figriified the fame 
Vnto the Citizens, who happily may 
Mifconfter vs in him, and wayle his death. 

But my good Lord, your graces word Hi ill ferue 
As well as I had feene or heard him fpeake. 

And doubt you not, right noble Princes both. 

But lie acquaint your dutious citizens, 

W ith all your iuft p occedings in this caufe. 

Glo. And to that end we wifht yourLordfhip here, 

T o auoide the carping cenfures of the world. 

Hue. But finer you come too late of our intents, 

Yet witnelTe what wc did intend, and fo my Lord adue. 

Git. After, after,cofen Buckingham. Exit Mam. 

The Maior towards Guildhall hies him in all port. 
There at your mcetft aduantage of the time, 
lufcrrc the baftardy of Edwards children: 

T ell them how Edward put to death a Cittizcn, 

Onely for faying he would make his fonne 
Heire to the Crowne, meaning (indeed) his houfir, 
Which by the figne thereof was termed fo. 
Moreouer.vrge his hatefull luxurie. 

And bcftiall appetite in change of Iuft, 

Which ftretched to their fcruants,daughters,w»Ucs, 
Euen where his luftfull eye, or fauage heart 
Without controlHifted to make his prey: 

Nay for a neede thus farre,come neerc my perfon. 

Tell them, when thatmv mother went with childc 
Ofthat vnfatiate Edward.ooblc Yorke, 

My princely father then had warres in France* 

And by iuft computation of the time. 

Found, that the iffiie was not his begot. 

Which well appeared in his lineaments, 

Being nothing like the noble Duke my father t 

But touch this fparingly as it were farr e oft, 
Bccaufcjouknovt,ny Lord, my mother lines* 







. 
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Buc. Feare not, my Lord, He play the Orator, 

As if the golden fee for which I pleadc 
Were for my felfe. 

glo. If you thriue well, bring them to baynards Caftle, 
Where you fhall finde me welF accompanied, 

With reuerend fathei sand' well learned Bifhops. 

Buc. About three or fourc a clocke looke to hearc 
What newes Guildhall affordeth,and fo my Lord farewell- 

Glo. Now will I in to take feme priuic order. Exit Buc- 
To draw the bratsof Clarence outoffight, 

And to giue notice that no maner of perfon 
At any rime haue recourfc vnto the Princes. Exit- 

Enter a S-crtucncr with a paper in his hand . 

This is theindiftment ofthegood Lord Haftings, 

Which in a fet hand fairely is engrolft. •* 

That it may be this day read ouer in Paules: 

And marke how well the fequell hangs togither,. 

Elcuen houres 1 fpent to write it ouer* 

Eor yellernight by Catcsby was it brought me. 

The prefident was full as long a dooing, 

And yet within thefe hue houres liued Lord Haftings, 
Vntaynted, vnexamined,free, at liberty J 
Heres a good world, the while. Why whoes fb grofle 
That fees not this palpable dcoice? 

Yet whofe fo blinde but fayes he fees it not?- 
Bad is the world, and all will come to naught, 

When fuch bad dealing muft be fenein thought. Exit-, 
Enter Glojler at one dore, Buckingham at another . 

Glo. How now my Lotd,what fay the Citizensf 

Hue. Now by the holy mother of our Lord* 

The Citizensarc mumme,and fpeake not a w r ord. 

Glo. T ouch t you the baftardy of Edwards children? 

Hue. I did ,with the infatiate greedinefle of his defires, , 
His tyranmy for trifl es,his owne baftardy, . 

As being got, your father then in France: 

Withal! I did inferre your lienaments , , 

Being the right Idea oiryour father, . 

Both io your forme arid noblencftc ofnindc. 

- — — •- taid 



Laid open all your victories in S cotland : 

Your difcipline in war,wifcdome in peace ! 

Your bounty ,vertue,faire humilitie: 

Indeedc left nothing fitting for the purpofe 
Vntoucht.br fleightly handled in aUcourfes 
And when mincoratorie grew to an end, 

I bid them that did loue their countries good, 

Cric,God faue Richard, Englands royal! King, 

Glo, A, and did they fo? 

'Bttc, No fo God helpe me, 

But like dumbe ftatues or breathing francs, 

Gazde each on other andlookt deadly pale : 

Which when I fawj reprehended them, 

A nd askt the Maior what meant this wilfull fileneef 
His anfvverc was, the people were not wont 
To be fpoke to, but by the Recorder. 

Then he was vrgde to tell my talc againc: 

Thus, faith the Duke, thus hath the Duke inferd : 

But nothing (pakc in warrant from hirnfelfe- 
When he had done.fome followers of mine owne 

At the lower end oi the hall,hurld vp their caps, 

And fomc ten voices cricd,God faue King Richard, 
Thankes louing Citizens and friends, quorh I, 

This generall applaufeand louing fhoute. 

Argues your wifedomes and your loue to Richaru . 

And fo brake offand came away, 

Glo. What tongl efTc blocks were they , would they not, 
'Sue. No by my troth my Lo : (ipcaKe. 

Gle, Will not the Maior then, and his brethren come. 
,Glo> The Maior ishere at hand,and intend forte reare, 



Be not fpoken withalbbut with nughtie futc: ; 

And lookeyou get a praier boo'ke in your hand, 

And ftand betwixt two churchmen good my Los 
Foron that ground Rebuild a holy delcant: 

Benotcafiewonnetocurrequeft: 

Play the maides part, fay no, but take it, r r liferi*; 

Glo , Fearc not mc,ifthoucanft pieadeasw 

As I can fay nay to thee, for wy felfe. 
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No doubt week bring it to a happie ifTue. - 

^r.You fhal fee what I can do,get youvp to the leads.#*?. 
Now my Lord Maior, I dance attendance here , 

I thinke the Duke will not be fpoke withall. Enter Catesby, 
Here comes his feruant: how now Catesby what faies he# 
fatef. My Lord, he doth intreate your grace 
To vifit him to morrow or next day, 

He is within with two right reucrend fathers, 

Diuinely bent to meditation. 

And in no worldly futc would he be mou’d, 

. T o draw him from his holy cxercifc. 

Bmc. Returne good Catesby to thy Lord againe, 

Tell him my felfc,the Maior and Cittizem, 

In deepe defignes and matters ofgreat moment. 

No Iclle importing then our generall good. 

Are come to hauc fomc conferee* with his grace, 

Catef. lie tell him what you fay my Lord. £xit, 

Bt*e. A ha my Lord.this prince is not an Edwards 
He is not lulling on a leaud day bed. 

But on his knees at meditation : 

Not dalying with a brace of Curtizans, 

But meditating w ith two deepe Diuincs? , 

Notfleepingto ingiofle his idlcbody, 

But praying to inrich his watchfull foulc • 

Happie were England, would this gracious prince 
Take on hirnfelfe the foucraigntic thereon, 

But fure I fcare we fiiall ncuer winne him to it. 

S M ai. Marry God forbid his grace fhould fay vs nay. 

Buc. Ifeare.he will .how new Catesby, £nt. Catef 

Whatfaics your Lord? f 

Catef. My L.he wonders to what end,you hauc aflembled 
Such troupes of Citizens tofpeake with him, 

His grace not being warnd thereof before, 

My Lord, he fcares you meant no good to him. 

Bus. Sorie 1 am rfty noble Cofen fhould 
Sufpeft me that I meant no good to him. 

By hcauen lcomeiriperfcft loue to him. 

And lo once more returne arid tell his grace? Exit fatesky- 

u When 





When holie and dcuout religiom men. 

Are at their beads>tis hard to draw thcmthence, / 

Sp f\vcet is zealous contemplation. 

Enter Rtcb.mth tvy Bifiopj Aloft. 

Clfjior. See where he ftands betweene two clergie men. 
Bnckt T wo. props.ofvcrtue for a Chriftian Prince. 
Toftay him from the fall ofvanitie, 

Famous Plantagenet,moft gratioas Prince, 

Lend fauourable care; to my requeft, 

And pardon vs the interruption 
Of thy deuotion andjigbt Chriftian zeaki 
Glo. My Lord, (here needs no fuch apologie, , 

I rather do beleech you pardon me, 

Who earneft in the feruicc of my God, 

Neglect the vifitationof my friends. 

But leauing this,wharisyour graces pleafure? 

Bhc. Euctuhat I hope whichplcafeth Godaboue, 

And allgoodmcn ofthis vngouerned He. 

Glo. I do fufpett I haut done fome offence, > < -A , ' 

That feemes difgracious in the Cities eifS, . 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance* 

Bhc. You haue my Lord, would it pleafe your grace ... 

At our entreaties to. amend that fault. 

Glo. Elfe wherefore breath I in a Chriftian land? 

’Bhc. Then know it is your fault that you refigne. 

The fupreame feat, the throne maicfticall. 

The (ceptred office ofyour aunceftori, 

The lineall glorie. ofyour rpyall houfe, _ 

To the corruption of a blemiiljtftocke: . , 

Whilcft in the mildneffe of you fleepie-thoughts, 

Which here we waken to our countries good, 

This noble lie doth want her proper limbes. 

Her face defac’t with ftars of infamie. 

And althoft fhouldred in the fallowing gulph,.. 

Of blind forgetfulneffc and darke obltuion,; 

Which to recure we hardly folicit, . , f 

Your gracious felfc to take on yon the foueraigntic thereof, 
Hot a* Protcttoi fteyvard fubftityte, . ^ 



Or lowlie faffor for another* game: 

But as fucceffiuely from bloud to bloud. 

Your right of birth.your Emperie,yoUr ownet 
For this contorted with the Citizens 
Your very worfhipfull and louing friends. 

And by their vehement inftigation, 

In this iuft fute come ltd tnooue vour grace. 

Glo. I know not whether to depart in filence. 

Or bitterly to fpeake in your reproofc, 

Beft fitteth my degree or your condition: 

Your loue dcfcrucs my thankes,but my dciert 

Vnracritable Chunnes your high requeft, 

Firftifall obftacles were cutaway. 

And that my path were euen to the crowne. 

As my right reuenew and dew by-birth, 

Yetfo much-is tny pouettvof fpitit. 

So mightie and fo many my defefts, 

As I had rather hide me frbtu my greatneffe, 
Beeing a Barke to brooke no mightie fca, 

Then in my greatnefle couet to be hid. 

And inthe vapour of my glory fmotherd: 

But God be thanked theres no need of me. 

And much I need to helpe you ifneed were, 

The roy all tree hath left vs royall frote, 

Which mellowed by thc'ftealing hourcs of time,) 
Will well becomethe featc ofmaieftie. 

And make no doubt vs happie by his raigne. 

On him I lay what ycb Would lay on me: 

The right and fortune of his happieftars. 

Which God defend that I fhuld wring from him. 
Bhc. My lord,this argues cofciehce in your grace. 
But the refpe&s thereof are nice and triuiall. 

All circumftances well confide red: 

You fay,that Edward is your brothers fonne. 

So fay wc too, but not by Edwards wife, 

For nrft he was contract to Lady Lucy, 

Your mother liuesawitneffetd that vowe, 

Atjd afterward by. fubflitute betrothed 

M&y H * 



"To Bona fider to the King of France’ 

Thefc both put by a poore petitioner, 

A carc-crazd mother of many children, 

A beauty- waining and diftrefled widow, 

Eucn in the afternoone of her bed daies 
Made prifcand purchafe of his Juftfull eye,, 

Seduc’t the pitch and height of all his thoughts; 

T o bafe declenfiqn andloathd bigamic. 

By her in his vnlawfull bed he got. 

This Edward whom our maners terme the prince 
More bitterly could I cxpodulate, 

S auc that for reuetence to fomc aliue, 

I giue a fparing limit to my tongue: 

Then good my Lord, take to your royallfclfe. 

This proffered benefit of dignitie : 

If not to blefle vs and the lapd withall, 

Yet to draw out your roy all docke. 

From the corruption of abufing time, 

(Vnto a lineall true deriued courfe, 

Mai. Do good my Lord,ypi|r Cittizens entreat you 
Cates. O make them ioy full, grant their la wfull fute • 
Glo. Alas,why would you hcape thofe cares on me* 
3 am vnfit for jf ate and dignitie, ' \ 

I do befecch you take it not amide, 

I cannot, norl will notyeeld to you. 

Bus* If you refufc it asi n louc and zeaje, ^ 

Loth to depofe the child your brothers fonne, 

As well wc know your tcnderncflc of heart. 

And gentle kinde effeminate remorfc, , 

Which we hauc noted in you to your kin. 

And egallie indeed to all edates, 

Yet whether you accept our fute or no, 

Ypur brothers fonne fhall ncuer raigne our king, 

But wc will plant fomc other in the_throane. 

To the difgrace and dqwnfull of your houfes 
And in this refolutionhcrc wc lcauejou. 

Come Citizens, zounds ile intreat no more. 

Gj«. Q do qot fwcarc my Lord o£Bu4ringhanj» ^ ^ 
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rater Call them againe.my lord, and accept their fute. ? 
Glo. would you inforce me to a world of care . 

Well, call theraagaine, lam not made of done*, 

But penetrable to your kmde mtreates, , 

Albeit againft nay confciencc and my foule. 

Cofen ofBuckingham.and you fage graue men, 

Since you will buckle fortune on my backe. 

To beare her burthen whe ther I will or no, 

I mud hauc patience to indure the lode, 

Butifblacke feandale or foule-fac t reproach 
Attend the fcquell ofyour impofition. 

Your meerc inforcemcnt fhall acquittance me 

From all the impure blots anddaines thereof. 

For God he knowes,and you may partly fee. 

Mow farre I am from the defire thereof. ...... 

Mm. God blefle your grace, we fee it,and will fay it.- 

Glo. In faying fo, you fhall but fay the truth. 

•Bhc. T hcnl fal.utc you with thi s kingly title- : 

Long Hue Richard,Englands royall king. 

Mai. Amen. 

Bm. To morrow will it pleafe you to be crown’d. 

Glo. Eucn when you will,fince you will haue it fo. 

Luc. To morrow then we will attend your grace. 

Glo. Come,lctvstoourholy taskeagaine: 

Farewell good cofen,farwell gentle friends. 

Eater Queene mother,Duchejfe of T orkt ^Marques *Dorfit } air 
one door e } Z>uche£e of Glofier at another doore.. 

Du. Who meets vs heere,my neecePlantagenet? .•.! ? ' 

Q«. Sider well mct.whether avyay To fad? 

Du. No. farther then the Tower, and aslgucflb ; . 

Vpon the like dcuotion as your fclues, 

Togratnlate the tender Princes there. 

Q«. Kind fider thanks,weele enter all: togither, Enter ^ . 
And in good time here the Liuetcnant comes, . Lieutenant. „ 
M.Lieutcnantjprayyou by your leaue, .. 

How fares the Prince* 

Lin . . Well Madam,and in health, but by your Icaue, ^ 



I may notfuflfer you to villi him, ^ 

The king hath flraightlic charged thecontraric, 

Q*- The king? whie,whofe that? 

L,<u. lerie youraercie,I meanethe Lord protertor. 

xjTl 7 , Lord I P rotc ^ b>m from that Kingiie title: 
Hath he fet bounds betwixt their loue and me: 

I am their mother.who should keepc me from them? 

I am their rather, Mother ,and will fee them. 

Gig. Their aunt I am in law, in leue their mothers 
I henfearenot thcu.Be bearcthy blame. 

And take thy office from thee on my perill. 

Ltc». I doobcfeech your graces all to pardon me: 

lam bound by oath.I may not do it. Enter .LSmiit, 

Stan. Let me but mectc you Ladies an hourc hence. 
And lie falueeyour grace of Yorkc,as Mother: 

And reuerent looker on, of two fairc Queenes. 

Come Madam,you muft go with me to Weftminfter, 
There to be crowned Richitrds royall Queene. 

O cut my lace in funder,tliatmy pent heart 
May haue fomefcope to bcate,or clfe found, 

Wiffi this dead killing newes. •" :i 

Dor. MadameihaueedrbfbftjhoW fares your grace? 

O Dorfet,fpeake not to me, get 'thee hence. 

Death and deftruflipn dogge' thee affhe heeles, 

Thy mothers nameis ominous. to children, ' 

If thou wile ouiftrip deith,gb'd?6lie the leas, 

And liuewith Richmond, frotri the reach of hell* *:*!.> - 
Go hie theejhie thee,froitvdiis daughter houfe. 

Leaf! thcht-incrcafe th'enumber ofihe dead, " v 

And make me die the thrall of Margarets cur fTe, 

Nor mother, Wife,hor Englands counted Queene* 

Stan. Full of wife care is this your counfeliMadatn, 
Take all the fwift aduanfage ofthe time. 

You ffiall haue ktters frOfivkie to my fortrie. 

To meetc you on the Way, and welcome youi 
Be not taken tardie.byvn Wife delay, 5 

Dhch.T or. O ill drfperfing winde of miferie, 

Omy accurfedw0mbc,thc bed of death, • 



A Cocatrice haft thou hatcht to the world, 

Whofe vnauoided eieis murtherous. 

Stan. Come Madam, I in all hafte was fenfr 
Vnh. And JUn all vnwillingneUc will go, , b • >. 

I would to Godthat the inclufiue verge,; 

Of golden mcttall that muft round my browe, - 
Were red hotte fteele to feare me to. the braine, 

Annointed let ine be with deadly poifon, . 

And die, etc men can fay, God faue the Queene. - 

Cht'. Alas poorefoule,! enuic notthcglone,: 

To feeds my humer.wifh thy felfe no hatme.s 
D neb. G!o. No, when he .that is my husband now, 

Came to me as IfoUowed Henries coutfe. 

When fcarce the bloud was well waffit from hts hands, ; 

Which iffuedfronvmy other angel husband, 5 

And that dead faint,which thcn,l weeding followed, . , 
0,when I fay ,1 lookt on Richardsface, 

T his was my wifh.be thou quoth I accurft. 

For making me fo young, fo oldeavvidow, 

And whenthou wedft .let forrow haunt thy beds. . 

And be thy wife,if any be fo madde, ( j ,' i ■ , 

As miferable by the death of thee, . 

As thou haft made me by my deare Lords death,- . 

Loe,cuen 1 can repcate this curfe againe, 

Euen in fo fhort a fpace,my wonwnshcart*:. l- ' 

CrofTelic grew taptiue to hishobiei words, 

Andprou'd thefubie&esofmy owne foulescurfe, 

Which cuer fince hath kept my eyesfrom ftcepe, ... 

For ncuer yet,one hour e in his bed, . 

Haue I enioyed the golden dew. offteepe, 

But haue bene wakedby his timerous dreamet, ; 

Refides, he hates' me for my father Warwick^. ■ . . 

And will ffiortly be rid of me. 

On. Alas poorefoule, I pittie thyeomplaints. 

D*ch, &/» .JSlo morc then from my foulc l mourne for yours, 
JH». Farewclhthouwofullwekomerof gloric. 

Dnch.Glo, Adue poorefoule, thou takft thy leaueof it. \ 
Dh.Y & r.Qo thou toiyjffimond,& good, fotwe gjiid* d»e. 





Go thou to Richard, and good Angels garde thee 
Go thou to fanftuariCjgood thoughts poffelTe thee’ 

1 to my grauc where peace and reft lie with me, * 
hightie oddc ycares of forrow hauel feene. 

And each hourcs ioy wrackt with a weeke of teene. 

Tht Trumpets feund t £nter Rich ard errnned, {Bucking, 
bam, Cates bp with ether Nobles. & 

Kmg. Stand all apart. Cofcn of Buckingham, 
Giuemethyhand: Here he afiendeth 

I h !J S Wythyaduice tht drone. 

And thy aililtancc is king Richard feared: 

But (hall we wearc thefe honours for a day? 

Or (hall they laft,and we reioicein them? 

Rftc. Still liue they,and for for cuer may they Lft. 

King Ri. O Buckingham, now do I play the touch, 

To trie if thou be currant gold indeed: 

YoungEdwardliues: thinkenowwhatl would fay, 

' £uc, Sayonmy gratiouslbucraigne. r. e 
King. Why Buckingham,! fay I would be king. 

Buc. Why fo you are my thrice renowmed liege.. 

King. Ha : am I king i tis fo,but Edward liuss. ; 

Buc, True noble Prince. 

King. O bitter confequence. 

That Edward dill fhould liue true noble prince* 

Cofen, thouwertnocwonttobefodull: c. 

Shalllbcplainefl wifhthebaftardsdead, o, ;■ ' 

And I would haue it fuddcnly performde. 

What faift thouffpcakefuddcnly bebrecfc. 

Buc. Your graccmay db your pleafure. 

King. T ut,tut,thou art all yce,thy kindneffc freefeth, 
Say, haue I thy confent that they fhall die ? 

Buc. Giue me fomc breath, (brae little paufc my Lord, 
Before I pofitiuelie fpeake hcrem t s • . ! . • > 

1 willrcfolueyourgraceimmedfiatlie, ; -' r , 1 

Catef, The King is aBgtie>fee>hcJaitcs the lip, a 1^'r 
King. I will conuerfe with iron witted foolei • 

And vnrefpcftiuc boics,noncare for rpo 

Thatlookc with confiderate cics : 

- - j$oy s 
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Boy, high reaching Buckingham growes circum^pcft. 

, B^r. My Lord. ,, 

King. Knoweft thou not any whom corrupting gold 
Would tempt vnto a clofe exploit of death. 

Boy, My lord, I know a difeohtented gentleman. 

Whole humble meanes match not his haughtieminde, 
Golde were as good as tvventie Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him tofny thing. 

Kmg. Whatis his name? , . - , 

Boy. His name my Lord, is Tirrell. 

Kmg.Go call him hither prefently. 

The deepc reuoluing wittie Buckingham, 

No more fhall be the neighbour to my counfell. 

Hath he fo long held out with me vntirdc 

And flops he now for breath? Enter Darby. 

How now, What newes with you? 

{Darby . My Lord, I heare the Marquefle Dorfet 
Is fled to Richmond, in thofe parts beyond the fcas where he 
abides. 

Kmg. Catesby, Cat. My Lord. 

King, Rumor it abroad, 

That Anne my wife is ficke and like todie, > 

I will take order for her keeping clofe: 

Enquire me out fome meane borne gentleman, 

Whom I will manic llraight to Clarence daughter. 

The boy is foolifh,and I feare not him: 

Looke how thou dreamfl : I fay agaitfe,giue out 
That Anne my wife is ficke and like to die. 

About it, for it (lands me much vpon 

To flop all hopes whole growth may damage me, 

1 mufl be married to my brothei s laughter. 

Or elfe my Kingdome (lands on brittle glade , 

Murtherher b«othrrs,and then matrieher, 

Vnccrtaine way of gaine.l ut I amin 
4 farre inbjOud,that fin plucke'cmfin, 

T 'care falli sfg pittie dweh no t in this eye. Enter T vfeL 

Is thy name Tirrell. . 

Tsr. Limes Tirteliand your inofl obedient fubietfel 
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Aft thou indeed?; 

Tir. Proue me my gracious fottcraigne. 

King. Darft thou refolue to kill a friend of mine? 

7ir. I my Lord, but I had rather kill two deepe enemies. 
King, why there thou haft it two deepe enemies, 

Foes, to my reft, and my fweet fleepes difturbs. 

Are they that I would haue thee deale vpon; 

Tsrre /, t meane thofe baftards in the toWer.. 

Ttr. Let rue haue open meanes to come to them. 

And foone ile rid you from the feare of them. 

Kin. Thou fingft fweet muficke. Come hither TtmB,- 
Go by that tokcn.rife and lend thine eare, He wbi/pezs in his 
Tis no more but fo,fay is it done. 

And I will loue thceand prefer thee too. 

Tir. Tis done my graciousJord. 

King .Shall we hcarc frotn-thee Tsrrel, ere wefleep?£».i?#c, 
Ttr. Ycfhallmy Lord. 

Bhc, My lord,! haue confideredinmymind, > 

The late demaund that you did found me in. 

Kwg. Well, let that pafle.Dorfct js fled toRichmoncb 
Bhc , Ihcare that newes my lord. 

King. Stanley hcis.your wiues form es. W el looke to it.., 
Bhc. Mylord,IclaimeyoHrgift,myduebypromife,. 
For which your honor and your faith is pawnd. 

The Earledome ofHerford and the moueables, 

The which your promifed 1 fliould poflefle. 

King. S tanley looke . to your wife ,if (he conucy . 

Letters to Richmond you (halj anfwere it. 

Bhc. What faies your highnefle to my iuft demand? 
Kjng. As I remember, Henrie theflxt 
Did prophetic that Richmond ihould belting. 

When Richmond was a little. peeuifh boy, 

A king perhaps, perhaps. Buck^. My lord. 

King. How chance the prophet could not at that time? 
Haue told me,I being by ,that I fliould kill him* 

Buck. My lord.your promifeFor the Earledome. 

Kin. Richmond, when laft I was at Exeter, 

The Maior in curtcfie fliewed nae the Caftle, 
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And called it Ruge-mounr,at which name Iftarted, 
flecaufea Bard of Ireland tolde me once 
I Ihould not liue long after 1 6w Richmond. 

Bhc. My lord, , 

King, I.whats a clocke? 

Kite. Iam thus bold to put your grace in mind 

Ofvvhatyou promifd me. 

King- Wcll.but whats a clocke? 

Bhc.V pon the ftrokc often. 

Ktng. Well, let it ftrike. 

Bite. Why let it ftrike? 

King. Becaufe that like a lacke thou keepeft the Broke 
Betwixt thy beggingand my meditation, 

I am not in the gluing vainc to day. 

Hue. Why then refolue me whether you will or no? 
■KV.Tut,tut,thou troubleft the, I am not in the rain. E. 
Buck, Is iteuen fo,rewardshc my trueferuice 
With fuch deepe contempt, made 1 him king for this? 

O let me thinke on Haftings, and begone 
T o Brecnock while my fearcfull head is on. £ 

Enter Sir Francis Tirrell. 

Ttr. The tyrannous and bloudie deed is done. 

The mod arch-aft ofpitteouSmafTacre, 

That euer yet this land was goiltie of, 

Dighton and Forreft whom! did fubborne, 

To do this ruthlefle peecc of butchcrie, 

Although they were flefht villains, bloudie dogs. 
Melting with tendernefle and kind compaffion, 

Wept liketwo children in their deaths fad ftoriess 
Lo thus quoth Dighton laie thofe tender babes, 

Thus thus quoth Forreft girdling on another 
Within their innocent alablafter armes, 

Their lips foure red Rofes on a ftalke. 

Which in their fumraer beautie kift each other, 

A bookc of praiers on their pillow laie. 

Which once quoth Forreft almoft changd my mindc, 
But othc diucl: their the villaine ftopt, 

Wiu lcft Dightoa thus told on we fmothered 






Themoft rcplenidied fweet worke of nature, 

That from the prime creation euer he framed. 

Thus both are gone with confcienceand remorfe. 

They could not fpeake and fo I left them both. 

To bring this ridings*to the bloudie king. EnttrKi. Rich. 
And here ne comes,aIl haile my foueraigne he^e. 

King. Kind Tirrcll am I happie in thy newesf 
Ttr .If to haue done the thing you giue in charge, 

Beget your happineire,be happie then 
For tc is done my Lord . 

Kmg. Butdidft thou fee them dead? 

Ttr. I did my Lord. 

King. And buried gentle Tirrell i , 

Ttr. The Chaplaine of the tower hath buried them. 

But how or in what place 1 do not know. 

Ttr. Come to me Tirrell foone at after fupper. 

And thou (halt tell the procedc oftbeir death, 

Meane time but thinke how I may do thee good. 

And be inheritor of thy defire. Exit Tirrel 

Farewell till foone. 

The fonne of Clarence haue I pent vp cbfe. 

His daughter meanelic haue I matcht in marriage, 

The fbnnes of Ed ward fleepe in A brahams bofome, 

And Anne my wife hath bid the world godnight, 

Now for I know the Brittaine Richmond aimes 
At young Elizabeth, my brothers daughter. 

And by that knot lookes proudly ore the crowne, 

To her I go a iollie thriuing wooer. Enter Cate shy . 

Cat. My Lord, 

King. Good newes or bad, that thou comcftinfo blunt!}'/ 
Catef. Bad newes ray Lord,E/j is fled to Richmond. 
And Buckingham backt with the hardic W elchmen, 

Is in the field, and ftill his power inereafeth. 

King. Ely withRichmond troubles memoicnearc 
Then Buckingham and his rafti leuied armicr- 
Come I haue heard that fearefull commenting, 

Is leaden feruitour to dull delay, • . ! < 

Delay leads impotent and fnaile-patt beggerie, 
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Exeunt \ 
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Jouss Mercuric and Herald fora King 
Come mufter men, my counfaile is my iuicr., 

Wc muft be briefe when traitors braue the field. 

Enter Quee*e Margaret fola. 

Mar . So now profperitie begins 
And drop into the rotten mouth o 
Here in thefe confines flilie hat 
To watch the warning of mine aduerlaries ; 

A dire induftion am 1 witnefle to, 

And will to France, hoping the confequence 
Will proouc asbittcr,blacke and tragicall. 

Withdraw thee wretched Margaret,who comes hi 
, Enter the j^jt.and the Dftckeffis ofYoikt. 

Q£. Ah my young princes, ah my tender bab^ 

My vnblowne flowers,new appearing fvveets, 

Ifyet your gentle foulesflie in the ayre 
And be not fixt in doome perpetuall, 

Houer about me with your aicrie wing! 

And heare your mothers lamentation. 

Qu. Mar. Houer about her, (ay that right 
Hjth dimd your infant morale, to aged night.. ; 

Q». Wilt thou,OGod,flieRpmfuch gentle lambesj 
And throw them in the intrailcsofthe wolfc : 

When didft thou flecpe,when fuch a deede was done ? 

Q a. Mar. When holie Harry died, and my fwcet fonne. 
Duch. Blind fight, dead life, poore mortal! liuingghoft, , 
Woes feeane, worlds fliamc,graues due by life vfurpt, 

Reft thy vnreft on England* law'full earth, 

Vnlawfullie made drunke with innocents bloud. 

Q». O that thouwoludft as well affoord a grauej, 

As thou canft yeeld a melancholic featc. 

Then would I hide my bones ,uot reft them here ; 

O who hath any caufe to mourne butl 5 
Due. So many miferies haue crazd my voice 
That ray wo e> weari ed tongue is mute and durob.C. 

Edward Plantagcnet,v\hy art thou dead/; -icon • JoyH.-.T 
QMar, If auncient forrow.be mpft reuercfif, . 

Giuc mine the benefited fignoriei.'. v •! 5 . . ' C 
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And let my woes frowne on the vpper hand, 

Irlorrow can admit focietie, 

Tell oucr your woes againeby vewingmine, 

I had an Edward, till a Richard kild him: 

I had a Richard,till a Richard kild him. 

Thou hadft an Edward,tilR Richard kild him 
Thou hadft a Richard, till a Richard kiid him. 

T)uch. I had a Richard too, and thou dift kill him: 

I had a Rutland too, thou hopft to kill him. 

QdJ^r.Thou hadft a Clarence too, till Richard kild him; 
rrom forth the kennellofthy woinbe hath crept* 

A hcl-hound'fhat doth hunt vs all to death. 

That do^ge,that had his teeth before his eyes 
T o worrie lambes,and lap their gentle blouds, 

That foule defacer of Gods handic wot ke, 

Thy wombe let loofejtd ehafe vs to our graues, 

O vpright,iuft, and true difpofing God, 

How do 1 thanke thee, that this carnal! curre, 

Praies on the illuc of his mothers bodie. 

And makes-her puefellow with others mone. 

Due. OjHarrtts Wifcv triumh not in my woes, 

God witneflc with me, I haue wept for thee. 

Bearc with me, lam hungrie for reuenge. 

And now I cloie me with beholding it. 

Thy Ed ward, he is dead, that ftabd my Edward, 

Thy other'Edward dead ,ro;quit my Edward, 
Yong*Yorke,he is but boote becaufc both they ; 

Match not the high perfection of my lofle : 

Thy Clarence he isdead,that kild my Edward, _ • 

And the beholders of this tragickeplafe, 

The adulterate Haftings,Riuers,VaughaniGrays 
V ntim elyfrriot hred in theirduski e graues, 

Richard yet liucsjhels blackeintelligencer, 

Onely referued their faftor to buie foules. 

And {end them thither,but at band at hand, 

Enfues his piteous,a>nd vnpittiedend. 

Earth gapes, hclllHimes,fendc^roarc,{aintes pray. 

To haue him fuddcnly coaucied away. 



of Richard the third. 

Cancell his bond of life,deare God I pray. 

That I may Hue to fay,the dog is dead. 

O thou didft prophecie the time would come. 
That I fhould wifli for thee to hclpe me curfle. 

That botteld fpider, that foule hunch-backt toade. 

^Mar. I cald thee then,vaine flourifh of my fortune* 
I cald thee then,poorc fhadow, painted Queene, 

The prefentation of, but what 1 was. 

The flattering indexofadivefull pageant. 

One heaueda high, to be hurld downc belowe, 

A mother onely,mockt with two fweetc babes, 
Adreameofwhichthouwert abrcath,a bubble, 

A figne of dignities garifh flagge, j 
To be the aime of euery dangerous {hot, 

A Queene in ieaft,onely*ofillthe feeane, 

Where is thy husband now , where be thy brothers? 
Where are thv children, wherein doeft thou ioy? 

Who fucs to thee, and cries God Caue the Queene? 

Where be the bending peeres that flattered thee? 

Where be the thronging troupes that followed the ef 
Decline all this,and fee, what now thou art* 

For happie wife,a mod diftrefled Widow, 

Forioyfull mother, one that wailcs the name. 

For Quecae,a very Catiue crownd with care. 

For one being fued too, one that humblie fugs. 

For one commaundingall,pbeyed^)f none. 

For one that fcornd at me, now fcornd of me, 

Thus hath the epurfe of iuftice wheel’d about. 

And left thee but,a very pray to time, 

Hauing namore, but, thought of what thou were, 

T o torture thee the more, being what thou art, 

Thou didft vfurpe my place, and doeft thoUflOt, : 
Vfurpe the iuft proportion ofmy fqrrpw. 

Now thy proude necke,beares halfe my burthened yoke,,. 
From which, cuen here, I flip my wcarie nccke^ 

And leauc the burthen pfit alf on thee i • 

Farewell Yorkes wifejand^ccnepflsdimifehance,: 
Tbefe Engldb woes,yvillm^^melm4c mEraace, t ... 




Q»* O thou well skilef in curfes,ftay a while, 

And teachme how to cui fc mine enemies. 

Qu.Mar. Forbcare to fleepe the nights and faft the dales, 
Compare dead happinelTe with liuing woe, 

Thinke that thy babes were fairer then they werej 
And he that flew them fooler then he is, 

Bettring thy loflc makes the bad caufer wo:fe, » 
Reuoluing this, will teach thee how to curie, • 

Q^My words are dull, O quicken them with thine. 
Q^/kAThy woes wilmake them fharp, & pierce like mine. 
T>u. W hy fhould calamitie be full of words?. Exit Mar, . 
Q«. Windic atturnies to your Client woes. 

Aerie fucceeders ofimefiate ioies, 

Poore breathing Orators ofmiferies. 

Let' them haue fcope, though what they do impart, 

Helpe not at all, yet do they eafe the heart. 

t Duc. If fo, then be not tgong-tide,go with me, 

And in the breath of bitter words, lets {mother 
My damned fonne, which thy two fweet fonnesfmothetd, 

1 heare his drum,bc copious in exclaimes. 

Enter King Richard marching with drummet 
dndTrumpett. 

King, Who intercepts my expedition? 

Duch. A fhc,that might haue intercepted thee 
By firangling thee in her accurfed wonibe. 

From all the (laughters wretch, that thou haft done, 

Q«. Hidft thou that forehead with a golden crovvne 
Where fhould be grauen,if that right were right. 

The Daughter of the Prince that owed that Crown e. 

And the dire death of my twofonnes.and brothers: 

Tell methouVillaine flaue, where are my children? 
Z)«ci&.Thcrii rode, thou todc, where is thy brother Clarence? 

And little Ned Plahtagenet, his fonne? 

Q«. Where is' kind H<tfltngs\Rinert,K Aughan.Graji 
King. A flourifti trumpets. fhike alarum drummes,; 

Let not the heauens heare tbefe te!- tale won en. 

Railc on tile Lords ann'oirited; Strike I fay. The trutnpe 

Either be patient, and intr eat’ me faire, ° H> ‘ n t 



Or with the clamorous report of war : 

Thus will I drowne your exclamations. 

<Dn. An thou my fonne? 

King. I, I thank God, my father and your fclfe, 

( Dn, Then patiently heare my impatience. 

Rut. Madam I haue a touch ofyour condition, 

Which cannot brooke the accent of reproofe. 

Du. I will be mild and gentle in my fpeech. 

Kin, And briefe good mother for I am in haft. 

Du. Art thou fo haftie I haue ftaid for thee, 

God knowes in anguifh,pain e and agonic. 

King. And came I not at (aft to comfort you? 

Dw.Noby the holy roode thou knowft it .well, 

Thou camft on earth, to make the earth my hell: 

A grecuous burthen was thy bvrth to me, 

Techie and waiward was thy infancie, . 

Thy fchoole-daies firightful,dcfperate,wilde,and furious: 
Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold and venturous: 

Thy age confirmed,proud,fubtil,bloudie,trcchcrous, 

What comfortable hourc canft thou name 
That euer grac’t me in thy companie ? 

/Cr. Faith none but Humphrey hourc, that cald your grace 
To breakefaft once forth of my companie. 

If it be fo dilgratious in your fight, 

Let me march on ,and not offend yout grace. 

Du. O heare me fpeake,for I fli jill neuer fee the more. 
King. Come, come.you are too bitter, 

Du. Either thou wilt die by Godsiuft ordinance, 

Ere from this war thou turnc a conqueror, 

Or I with griefe and extreame age fhall perifh, 

And neuer looke vpon thy face againet 
Therefore take with tliiee my moft heapie curfe,, 

Whichun the day of’batuile tire thee more 
Then all the compleat armor that tliop wearfl, . 

My praiers on the aducifepartie fight. 

And there the little foulcsofEdwaj ds children, .1 
Whifperthcfpiritsol^hincepe.mies, ( , 

And promife them fuccjeflciind viftqrie, , : 
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Bloudie thou art, bloudie will be thy end, 

Shame ferucs thy hfe,and doth thy death attend. Exit 
Qtu Though far more caufc, yet much leffcfpirit to curfc 
Abidcsin me, I fay Amen to all. 

King. Stay Madam, I muft fpeake a word with you. 
Q*. I hauc no more forines of the royall bloud, 

For thee to murther,for my daughters Richai d, 

They lhalbe praying Nunncs-not weeping Quecnes,. 
And therefore leuell not to hit their hues. 

King. You haue a daughter cald Elizabeth, 

Vertuous and fairc.royail and gracious. 

Qw. And muft fhe die for this? 0 let her hue !' 

And lie corrupt her manners, ftaine her beautic. 

Slander my fclfc as falfe to Edwards bed, 

Throw ouer her the valeofinfamie, 

So fhe ‘may liue vnskard from bleeding flaughter, 

I will confeltc fhe was ndt 'Edwardsdaughter. 

Ki»tr. Wrong not her birth, fhe is of royall bicud. 

Q#, T o faue her life,ilc fay flic is not fo. 

King. Her life is onlie fafeft in her birth. 

Q u. And onelic in that fafetie died her brothers. 

Kmg. Lo at their births good ftars were oppofite. 

Q#. No to their hues bad friends were contraric* 

King. Allvnauoidcdis thcdooroeofdeftinie. 

Q». T rue, when auoided grace makes dcftinic. 

My babes were deftindc to a fairer death, 

If grace had bieft thee witha fairer life. (armes 

if .Madam, fo thriuel in my dangerous attempt of hofltlc 
As I intend more good to you and yours, 

Then eucr you or yours were by me wrongd. 

Q#. What good is couerd with the face ofheaucH, 

Tobedifcouerdthatcandortiegood. . , . r , 

Km. T he aduanccment of your children mightie Lady, 
Q#. Vp to fomefcaffold, there to loofe their heads. 
Kin. No to the digniticand height of honor, 

The height impcriall tipc of this earths gloric. 

Q*. Flatter my forrovyes with report of it. 

Tell me what ftatc,what dignitic,whai honor! 
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Canft thou demife to any child of mine; 

King . Euen all I hauc, yea and my felfe and all. 

Will I withall endow a child of thine. 

So in the Lethe of thy angric foule. 

Thou drowne the fad remembrance of thole wrongs 
Which thou fuppofeft I haue done to thee. 

Q#. Be breefe,lcaft that the proceflc of thy kindnefte, 
Laft longer telling then thy kindnefte doo. 

K. Then know that from my foule I louc thy daughter. 
Q«. My daughters mother thinkes it with her foule. 
Kmg. W hat do you thinke? 

Q». That thou doft loue my daughter from thy foule. 

So from thy loules loue didft thou her brothers, 

Andfrom my hearts loue I do thankc thee for it. 

King. Be not fo haftie to confound my meaning, 
Imeanethat with my foule I loue thy daughter. 

And mcane to make her Queenc of England. 

Qm. Say then, who doft thou meane {hall be her king? 
Kmg. Eiien he that makes her Quecne,who fliould clle? 
Q«. What thou# 

King. I, cuen I, what thinke you of it M adatne; 

Q«. Ho vv canft thou wooc her# 

King. That would I learne of you. 

As one that are beft acquainted with her humor, 

Qu. And wilt thou 1 earnc of me f 
Km. Madam with all my heart. 

Q«. Send to her by the man that flew her brothers, 

A paire of bleeding hearts thereon ingraue, 

Edward and Yorke.thenhappelic/hc will weepc. 

Therefore prefentto her asfometimcsMargarct 

Did to thy father, a handkercheffe fteept in Rutland; blood 

And bid her drie her weeping eyes therewith. 

If this inducement force her not to loue, 

Send her a ftoric of thy noble ails: 

Tell her thou madeft away her V nckle Clarence, 

M ja C ^ e R'ucr?,yea and for her fake 
' K ~ * 9” !c!<ec °nueiance with her good Aunt Anne, 
King. Lome, come, you mocke me, this is not the way, 
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To win your daughter. 

Qu. There is no other way, 

V nlcffe thou couldft put on fome other (hape, 

And not be Richard that hath done ail this. 

King. Infer faireEnglands peace by this alliance. 

Q*. Which (he (hall purchafc with (till lading war. 
King, Say that the king which may commaund intreats, 
Q«. That at her hands, which the kings king foi bid. 
King. Say flie flialbc a high and mightie Queene. 

Q«. To wail e the title as her mother doth. 

King. Say I will loue her euerlaflingly. 

Qu. But how long (hail that title eucr laft? 

King. Sweetly inforce vnto her faire Iiues end. 

Q«. But how long fairely (hall her fvvect life la fii- 
Kmg, So long as heauen and nature lengthens it. 

Q». So long as hell and Richard likes of it. 

King. Say Lher foueraigneam her fobieft loue. 

Qu. But fhe your fubiefl: loaths fuch fouei aigntie. 
King. Be eloquent in my bchalfe io her. 

Q«. An honcll tale fpecds beft being plainly told. 

Kt». Then in plaine tei mes tell her my louing talc. 

Qu. Plaincandnothoncftistooharfliaftilc. 

King. Madam your rcafons are too (hallow & too quicke 
Q#. O no,my reafons arc too deepe and dead. 

Too deepe and dead poote infants in their graue. 

King. Harpe' on itftill (hal I,till hartftrings breake. 
King. Now by my George, my Garter and my Crow tie- 
Qu. Prophand,diibonourd,and the third vfurped. 
King. I fweare by nothing. 

Qu. By nothing, for this isnooath. 

The George prophand,hath loft his holy honor; 

, The Gartcrblemiftu,pawnd his knightlie vertue: 

The crowne vfurpt .difgrac’t his kinglie dignitie, 
Iffomcthing thou wilt fweare to be bcleeudc. 

Sweare then by fomething that thou hail not wr° n 2 ’ 
King. Now by the world, / 

Q». Tis full ofthyfouie wrongs. 
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Xmg. My fathers death. 

gu. Thy life hath that difhonerd. 

King. Thenbymyfelfe. 
gu. Thy felfe,thy fclfe mifufeft. 

King. Why, then by God. 
gu. Gods wrong is moft of all, 
lfthouhadft feard,to breake an oath by him, 

The vnitie the king my brother made. 

Had not bene broken, nor my brother flaine. 

If thou hadft feard to breake an oath by him. 

The empei iall mettall circling now thy brow, 

Had graft the tender temples of ray childc, 

And both the Princes had b;ne breathing here, 
Which now, two tender play-fcllowesfor duft. 

Thy broken faith ,hathmadcapraiefor worracs. 
King. By the time to come. 
gig. That thou haft wrongd in time orepaft. 

For I my felfe,haue many tearcs to walk, 

Hereafter tiroe,for time, by the paft wrongd. 

The children liue,whpfc parents thou haft (laughtrcd, 
Vngouernd youth,to waile it in their age. 

The pa rents liue,vvhofc children thou haft butcherd. 
Old withered plants, to waile it with their age, 

Sweare not by time to come,for that thou haft 
Mifufed,earc vfed,by time mifufed orepaft. 

Kmg. As I intend to profper and repent, 

So thriue I in my dangerous attempt, 

Ofhoftilc armcs,my felfe,royfelfe confound, 

Day yeeld me not thy light, nor night thy reft. 

Be oppofitc, all planets ofgood luckc. 

To my proceedings, if with pure hearts loue, 
Immaculatd deuocion,holy thoughts, 

I tender not thy beauteous princely daughter, 

In her confifts my happinclTe and thine. 

Without, her followes to this land and me, 

T o thee,her felfc, and many a Chriftian foulej 
Saddefolation,ruine,and dccaic. 

It cannot be auoyded but by this, 
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It will not be auoided but by this: 

Therefore good mother ( I muft call you fo,) 

Be theatturney of my loue to her. 

Pleadc what I will be, not what I haue bene, 

Not by dcferts,but what I will deferue, 

Vrge the neceflitie and ftate of times. 

And be not pecuifli.fond in great dc'figncs, 

Shal I be tempted of thediaell thus? 

Ktn g- Ij>f thediuell tempt thee to doo good. 

^oShall I forget my felfe.to be my fclfo. 

^0^. I,ifyour (elfes remembrance, wrong your fclfe. 
J2j*. But thou didft kill my children. 

King. But in your daughters wombc.I buried-them, 
Where in that neft of fpiccrie they fhall breed, 

Se'fcs of themfelucs,to your recomficure. 

Q** Shall I go winne my daughter to thy will? 

King. And be a happie mother by the deede. 

Q«. I goe, write to m.e very fhortlie. 

Km. Bearc her my true 1 oues kifle,farcwcl Exit . 

Relenting foole,and (hallow changing woman. Enter Rat. 

Rat. Aly gracious foucraigne, on the wefterne coaft, 
Ridcth a puiifant Nauic. T o the (hore. 

Throng many doubtfull hollow harted friends, 
Vnarmd,and vnrefolud tobeatethem backe: 

Tis thought that Richmond is-their Admiral], 

And there thy hull, expetting but the aide, 

Of Buckingham, to welcome them a (hote. 

Kmg.Some light-foote friend, pod to the Duke ofNotfF. 
Ratclilfe thy 'fclfe, or Catesbie, where is he? 

Cat, Here my Lord. 

. Kitng. Flic to the Duke, pod thou to Salisburie, 
WBfen-thou comcft there, dull vnmindfull villaine, 

W yftapdft thou ftillJandgoeft not to the Duke. 

Cat. Jfirft mightie foucraigne , let me know your m’tnde. 
What jujpm your grace, I (hall deliucr them. 

King. 0,truc good Catesbie, bid him leuie ftraight. 

The greateft ftrength and power he can make, 

And mcetc me preientlie at Salisburie. 



of Richard the third. 

Rat. What is it your hignes pleafure,I dial do at Salibuty ? 
King. Why,what wouldft thou do there before I go# 
Rat. Your highnefle told me 1 (hould port before. 

Km. My mind is changd fir, my minde is changd. > 

How now, what newes with you? 

Enter Darbie. 

'ZXo'.None good my Lord, to pleafeyou with the hearing. 
Nor nonefo bad, but it may well be told. 

Kmg. Hoiday,a riddle,neither good nor bad: 

Why doeft thou runne fomany mile about, 

When thou inailhell thy talc a nearer way.. 

Once inore,wnat newes? 

Dar, Richmond is on the Teas. 

Kmg. There let him finke,andbe thefeason him* 

White liuerd runnagate,what doth he there? 

Dar, 1 know not mightie foueraigne,but by guefle. 

King, Well fir, as you .guefle, os you guefle, 

‘Dar. Sturd vp by Dorfct, Buckingham and Elie, 

He makes for England, there to claime the crowne. 

King. IsthechaireEmptic : is the fword vnfwaicdf 
Is tl ft king dead ? the empire vnpofleft# 

What heire of Yorke is there aliue but we# 

And who is Englands king,but great Yorkcs heire ? 

Then tell me, what doeth he vpon the fea# 

Dar. Vnlefle for that my liege, I cannot guefle. 

King. Vnlefle for that* he comes to beyourlicge, 
You.cannot guetle, wherefore the Welchman comes. 

Thou wilt reuolt,and flie fo him I feare. 

Dar. No mightie liege, therefore rhiftruftme not. 

Kwg. Where is thy povverthcn,to bcate him backc# 
Where arc thy tennants,and thy followers? 

Are they not now vpon the Wefterne (bore? 

Safe conducing, the rebels from their (hips. 

Dar. No my goodLord,my friends are in the North. . 
K^Cold friends to Richard,what do they in the Northl 
When they (hould ferue,their foucraigne in the Weft. 

Dar. They hauenot bin commaunded, mightie foucraigne. 
Plcafc it yout Maicftic to giuc me lcauc., 

ii®. 
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The T ragedie^ll 

lie mutter vp my friends and meete your grace, 

Where,and what time,your Maieftie fhall pleafe. 

£i*g.l,I,tbou wouldft be gone to ioync with Richmond, 
IwillnottruftyouSir. * , 

Dar. Moft mightie Scucraigne, 

Youhaue no caufc to hold my friendfhip doubtfull, 

I neucr was, nor ncuerwill befalfc. 

King, Well, go mutter men,but hcerc youdeauc behindc, 
Your fonnc George StanIic,lookc yourfaithi be firmc. 

Or elfe,his heads atturancc is but frailc. 

Dar. So deale with him, as I prooue true to you. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

Me(. My gracious foucraigrie,now in Dcuonfliire, 

As I by friends am well aduertifed, 

Sir William Courtney, and the haughtie Prelate, 

Bifhop of Exeter, his brother there, 

With many mo confideratcs.ai e in armes. 

Enter an other Mejfenger, 

Mef My Licge,in Kent the Guilfordcs arc in armes. 

And eucry houre more competitors, 

Flockc to their aide,andftiU their power ir.creafeth. 

Enter another M efferger. 

Mef. My Lord, the armie of the Duke of Buckingham. 

He ftnketh him. 

Kmg. Out on you ovvles, nothing but fongs of death. 
Take that vntill thou bring me better newes. 

Mef. Your grace miftakes, the nevves I bringisgood, 

My rewes is, that by fudden floud.and fall ofwater, 

The Duke of Buckinghams armie is difpertt and fcattered, 
And he himfelfe fled.no manknowes whither. 

King. O I cric you mcrcic,I did roiftake, 

RatclifFe reward him, for the blow I gauebim. 

Hath anv well aduifed friend giuen out. 

Rewards for him that brings in Buckingham. 

Mef. Such proclamation hath bene made my liege. 

Enter another Mefenger. r.i • 

Mef Sir T homas Louel,and Lord Marques Dorfct, 

Tis laid my Degc,arc vpin armes, 



of Richard the third, 

Y et this good comfort bring I to y cur grace. 

The Brittaine nauie is difpertt, Richmond in Dorfhirc 
Sent out a boat e to aske them on the fhore, . 

Ifchey were hisaffittants yea, or no: 

Who anfwered him, they came from Buckingham, 

Vpon his partie,hcrniftruftingthem, 

Hoift fade, and made away for Brittaine. ' 

Kmo. March on, march on,fince we are vpin arfties, 
Ifnotro fight withforreine enemies, 

Yet to beate downe,thefe rebels here at home. 

Enter Cate shy. 

Cat. My liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken, 

Thats the beft new'es,that the Earle of Richmond, 

Is Cvith a mightie power landed at Milford, *V • . X 

Js colder tidings.yet they mutt be told. V ’ 

King. Away towards Salisburie, while we reafon here, 
A royal I battell might be wonne and lolf . 

Som e one take order Buckingham be brought, 

To Salisburie, the reft march on with me. 

Enter Darhe y Sir C.hnjlopher. 

J?* r ‘ S |r Chriftopher,tell Richmond this fromnw, 

1 har in the (lie of this moft bloudie bore, 

My fbnne George Stanley is franckt vp inhold, 
it l reuolt.offgoes young Georges head, 

Tlie tea re ofthat, withholds my prefent aide. 

But tell me, w here is princely Richmond now? 

rs ^ f Pembroke, at at Herfo:d-\veft in Wales. 
ar Wliat men of name refort to him, 

c: ^Walter Herbert, a reno.vmed foulcficr, ’ 

~! r Gdoert T a!bot,fir William Staivie, 

Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, fir lames Blunr, 
lUce vpThomas : with a valiant crew. 

With many moe of noble tame and worth, 
nt towatds London i hey do bend their courfe, 

_ y the way,thev be not fought w lthall. 

Vnt ° n ’ y Yord commend me to him, 

Hcfh^r C C ^ Ci>e hath ha,til,c ^iifeuted, 

«e fhall clpouie Elizabeth lici daughter, 

Thcfc 
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Thefe letters will refolue him of my minde, 

Farewell; Exeunt, 

Enter Buckingham to execution. 

Sue. Will not king Richard let me fpeake with him. 
Rat. No mv Lord , therefore be.paticnt. 

Buck. Haftings>and Edwards children, Ritters ,Gray, 

Ho he king Hcnric.and thy faire fonne Edward, 
Vaughan, andall that-liau: roifewried. 

By vnderhand corrupt ed,fou!e inmfticc, 

If tliatyour moodkc difcontcntedfoules, 

Do chrogh I lie clou !es behold this prefent houre, 

Ehen for..rnicnge,mocke my deft ru£f ion. 

This is Alfoales day fellowes,is ituotJ' 

Rat. It is my Lord- 

Whiethen A Houles day ,K.mv bodies domefday: 
Thi«h th eday.that in king Edward time, 
lyyifht might fill on me, when l was found, 
lalfeto his children, or hi* wines allies! 

This is the day,wherein I wifht to fall. 

By thefaUe faith, of him I trufted mod : 

Thjs,thss A lfoules day,to my fearefull foifcy 
Is the determind refpic of my wrongs; 

What high al,feer,that I dalliediwith* 

Hath tumd my fained pray er on my head, 

And giuen in earned what I begd in ieaft. 

Thus doeth heforce the fwords of wicked men. 

To turne their owne pointes,ontheir m .lifters bofomft 
Now Margarets curfc, is fallen vpon my head, 

Whetvbe quoth fhe,fhall fplir thy heart with forrow* 
Remember, Margaret was a Propheteftc, 

Come firsjconucy me to the blocke offhame. 

Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the dew of blame. 
Enter Riebmondvetth drums and trumpet/. 

' Rich, Fellowes in armes,and my mod louing frieods* 
Bruifd vnderneath the yoake oftyranni e. 

Thus farre into the bowels- of the land*, 

Haue we marcht on without impediment. — 

And hcr$f ecciuf our Father Sranhcs 
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of Richard the third. 

Lines of faire comfort, and incouragement. 

The wretched, bloudie,and vfurping bore, 

Thatfpoild your fummer-fields, and frutefull vincs^ 

Swils your vvarnic bloud like wafh,and makes his trough, 
in your inboweld bofomes,this foule fwine, 

Lies now euen inthe center ofthis He, 

Neare to the town c ofLeycefter as we learner 
From T amworth thither, is but one daies inarch. 

In Gods name checre on,couragious friends. 

To reape thehartieft of perpctuall peace, 

By this one bloudie triall of fharpe warre. 

1. Lo. Eueriemansconftienceisathoufand'fwords, 

To fight again!! that bloudie homicide. 

2. Lo. I doubt not but his friends will flie to vt. 

3* Lo. He hath no friends.but who are friends for ftare. 

Which in his greataft need will fhrinke from him. 

Rich. All for our vantage, then in Gods name march, 

T rue ho pe is fwift,and flies with fwallowcs wings. 

Kings it make Gods,and meaner creatures kings. 

Enter Ring Richard , N crffolke t Rsstchjfa a 
Catesbicgwttk others. 

Kmg. Here pitch our tente, euen here in Bofworth field, 
Wlue,ho w now Catcsbie,why looked thou fo fad? 

(at. My heart is ten times lighter then ray lookes. 

King. Norffolke, come hither. 

NofIolke,we mud liaue knockcs,ha,muft we not ?. 

Norff. We mud bothgiue.and take my gracicus Lord 
Vp with my tent there, here vvilll lie to ni>hr, 

But where to morrow,we!l aU is one forthat; ° 1 

Who hath diferied the number of the foe. 

L r orjf. Sixor feuen thoufond is their greateft number, 
ti rs'^ 4 W h >' GUr battailont rebels that account, 
t}eMes,the kings nameisa.towcr ofdrength. 
vv Inch they vpon the aduerfe par-tie want, 

/p with my tent there, valiant gentlemen- \ . : 

Letvs furuey the vantage of the field, 

|.aU iorfome men of toupd.direaion. 

Lets want no difcipli^makcno delay, 

— _ k For 




TheTragedie 

For Lords, to morrow is a bufie day. Exeunt, 

Enter Richmond with the Lords 
%i,ch. The wea: ie funnc.hath made a golden feate, 
And by the bright tracke of hisficrie Cane, 
'G;ucsfignallofa goodhe day to morrow. 

Where is fir William Brandon, he fiiali bearemy ftanderd, 
Thf Earle of Pembrooke keep his regiment. 

Good captaine B!unt,beare my good night to him, 

And by the fecond home in the morning, 

Defire the Earleto lee me in my rent. 

Yet on: thing more, gopd Blunt before thou goefl: 
Where is Lord Sranlte quarrerd,doeft thou know? 

Blunt. Vnlelle l hauemiftaue his colours much. 

Which well 1 am allur'd,! haue not done, 

His regiroentjlies halfe a mile at leaf! , 

South from the mightie power of the King. 

%*ch. If without perill it be poffible. 

Good captaine B iunt bcare my good night to him, 

And giue him from me,this rnofl needfull fcrowle. 

Blunt, Vpon my life my Lord,iJe vndertake it, 

Rich. Farewell good Blunt. 

Giue me lome inke,and paper.m my tent, 
lie draw the forme,and modle ofourbattell. 

Limit each leader to his feuerall charge. 

And part in iuft proportion ourfmall ftrength, 

Come.lct Vs confult vpon to morrowes bufinefle, 

In to our tent, the aire is rawe and cold; 

Enter king Richard, Norjf. Rat elfy ■ 
Catesbte,$c. 



Kin. Whatisaclocke. 

Cat. It is fixe ofclocke,full fupper time, 

Km. I will not fup to niglitjgiuc me fomc inke and papef# 
What , is my beuer eafier then it was? 

And all my armour laid into my tent? 

Cat. It is my Liege, aud all things arc in readinefle. 

Kmg. Good Noiffolke,hie thee to thy charge, 

V fe carefull watch, chufc truftie ccntinell. 

Norff. I go in/ Lord, 



King, Stur with the Larke to morrow gentle NorfFoIke* 
Norff. T warrant you my Lord. 

Kmg. Cate side. 

Rat. My Lord. 

King. Send out a Purfeuant at armes 
To Stanleys regiment, bid him bring his power 
Before fun rifing,leaft hisfonne George fall 
Into the blinde caue ofeternall nighr. 

Fill ine a bowle of wine, giue me a watch, 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 

Looke that my ftaues be (bund and not too Iieauy Ratliffe. 
R*t % . My Lord. 

Kmg. Sawdl thou the melancholie L: Northumberland? 
Rat. Thomas the Earle of Surrey and himfelfe, 

Mach about cockihut time, from troupe to troupe 
Went through the armie chearingvpthefoldiers. 

King. So 1 am fatisfied,giue me a bowle of wine, 

I haue not that alacrity of fpirit 

Nor cheare of mind that I was wont to haue: 

Set it downe. Is inke and paper readic? 

Rat. It is my Lord. 

Kmg, Bid my guard watch, leaue me. 

Ratliffe about the mid of night come to my tent 
And helps toarmc me : leaue me I fay. Exit. Ratify. 

Enter ‘Darby to Richmond tn his tent. 

Bar. Fortune and Vi&orie fit on thy helmc. 

Rich. All comfort that the dai kc night can affoord. 

Be to thy perfon noble father in law, * 

Tell me how fares our louing mother? 

Bar. I by attUi ney bleflc thee from thy mother. 

Who praies continually for Richmonds good, * ... 

So much for that the filenthourcs fteale on. 

And flakic darkenefle breakes within the caff, 

In bricfe,for fo the feafon bids vs bes 

Prepare thy Hatcell early in the morning. 

And put thy fortune to the arbitrement,. 

Of bloudie flrokcs and mortal 1 flaring war, 

* as I may ,that which 1 would I cannot, 

L % With 
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With beft aduantagc will deceiue the time. 

And aide thee in this doubtfull ijhocke of arnica 
But on thy fide I may not be too forward, 

Leaft being feene thy brother tender George 
Be executed in his lathers fight. 

Farewell, the leifure and the fearcfu’l time, 

Cuts off the ceremonious vowesof loue. 

And ample enterchange offweetdifccurfc, 

Which fo.long fundried friends Ihould dwell vpon, 

God giue vs leifure for thefe rights of !oue. 

Once more adiew, be valiant andfpeed well. 

Rich. Good Lords conduct him to his regiment : 

He ftriue with troubled thoughts to take a nap, 

Leaft leaden (lumber pcife me downe to morrow'. 

When 1 fhould mount with wings ofyifto tie, 

Once more good night kind Lords and gentlemen. 

6 thou whofe Gaptaine I account my felfe, 

Looke on my forces with a gracious eye: 

Put in their hands thy brufing Irons of wrath, 

T hat they may crufh downe with a heauie fall. 

The vfurping helmets of our aductfai ie$, 

Make vs thy miniflers of chaftifcmcnt, 

That we may praifeflaee intheviftorie, 

To thee I do commend my watchfull foulc, 

Ere I let fall the windowes of mine eies. 

Sleeping and waking, oh defend me fijUV 

Enter the gh oft of young Prince E(lv?Xrd,ftn 
to Henry the ftxtyto Ri. 

Qhoft to Ri, Let me fit heauie on thy foule to morrow. 
Thirikc how thou ftabft me in my prime ofyouth, 

At Teukesbyiie, difpaire therefore and die. 

To Rich. Be chcarful Richmond/or the wronged foulcs 
Of butchered Princes fight in thy bchalfe. 

King Henries iflue Richmond comforts thee. 

Enter tfyeghoft of Henry theftxt. 

ChoJltoRU When I was mortality annointedbcaic, 
By thee was punched full of holes, _ 

Thinke on the T QWsr and jpe, difpaire and die- vfafo 
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Harric the fixt bids thee difpaire and die. 

To /?«■£. Vcrtuous and holie be thou conqueror, 

Harric that prophefied thou ftiouldcft be king,. 

Doth comfort theein thyflcepe,li«eandflorifh. 

Enter the Ghoaft af Clarence. 

Ghoaft. Let me fit heauie in thy foule to morrow, 

1 that was waiht to death with fulfome wine, 

Poore Clarence by thy guile betraid fo death: - s 
To morrow in the battaile thinke on me, 

Anl fall thy edgelelle fword, difpaire and die. 

T o %icb. Thou oflpri ng of the houfe of Lancaflcr, 

T he wronged heires of Y orkedo pray for thee, . 

Good angels guard thy battailcjliue andfforilL.., 

>» Enter theghoafts «f Rt Hers fir ay augharr. 

King. Let m: fit heauie in thy fouleto morrow, 

Riuers that died at Potnfret difpaire and die. 

Gray. Thinke vpon Gray,andlet thy foule difpaire. 
Vaugh. Thinke, vpon V.aughan,andwithgiidtie.feJtre, 
Letfall thy laance, difpaire and die. „ 

All Co %i. Awake and thinke our wrongs in Ri.bofome, 
Will conquer him, awake and win the day. „ 

Enter the ghoafts of the two young Trinccr. 

Ghoji to ft.Drcamc on thy Cofens finotheredin the tower, 
Let vs be laid within thy bofome Richard, 

And weigh thee downe to l uinCjfiiame.and death, . 

Thy Nephewe . foules bid thee difpaire and die. 

T o Ri-S !eepe Richmond fleepe, in peace and wake in ioy, 
Good angels guard thcefrom the bo res annoy, . 

Liuc and beget a happie race of Kings, , 

Edward* vnhappic Tonnes do bid thceflorifiv . 

Enter the ghoaft oj Haftittgr. 

Ghtafl. Bloudie and gailtie,guiltilie awake. 

And in a bloudie battaile end thy dayes, 

Thinke on lord Haftmgs,difpaitc and die. 

To Rich,., Quiet vntroubhd foule, awake, awake, 
Arme,fight and conquer for fairs Englands fake. , 

Enter,! he Ghsaftoj Eadte Anne hts mfe s 
Richard thy wife, thatwrctchcd Anne ihy wifffj - ■ 





That ncujfv flept a quiet houre with thee,. 

No w fils thy fleepc with perturbations, 
To.morrowinthc battaiie thinkeon me. 

And fall thy edgelefie fword difpaire anddie. 

T o Rich . Thou quiet foule.flcepe thou a quiet flecpe, 
Drcame of fuccefle and happie vi&oric, 

Thy aduerfaries wife doth pray for thee. 

Enter the Ghoiji ojTiuckingham. 

The firft was I that helpt thee to the Crowne, 

The laft was I that felt thy tyrannic, 

O in the battaiie thinkc on Buckingham, 

And die in terror ofthyguiltindle, 

Drcame ©n, drcame on,ofb!oudiedecds and death. 
Fainting difpaire,difpairiqg.yeeld thy breath. 

To ’Rich. I died for hope ere I could lend thee aid, 
Butcheare thy heart, and be thou not difmaid, 

God and good angels fight on Richmonds fide, 

And Richard fals in height of all his pride. 

Rtchttrd. flarteth vp out of a die time. 

K.Ri. Giue me another horfc.bind vp my wounds, 
Haue m ercie lefu : foft,I did but drcame. 

O Coward confciencCjhbw docft thou afflift me! / 
The lights burne blew.it is not dead midnight. 
Coldfearcfull drops ftand on my trembling flefh, 
What do I feai e my felfc i thcres none elfe by, 
Richard loucs Richard, that is, I am I , . 

Is there a murtherer here? no. Yes I am, 

Then flic, what from my felfe # great reafon why# 
Leaft I reuenge. What my felfe vpcn my felfc# 
Alackc l loue my felfe,wherctbre# for any good 
Thatl my felfe liaue done vnto my felfe# 

O no, alas I rather hate my felfe. 

For hatefull deeds committed by my felfe : 



Iamavillaine,yctl lie,I amnot. 

Foolcof thy felfe fpeake weli,foole do not flatter, 
My confcience hath a thoufaudfeuerall tongues, 
And euerie tongue brings in a ^uerall tale, 

And cuery calc condemn me for a yillainc t 



PfofRichard the third. 



Periuric,periurie,in the higheft degree. 

Mu thci't fterne murther,in the dyreft degree, ’ 
AH feu :rallfinne^aU v|de in each degree, . 
Throng to the barrc,cry ing a!l,gui!rie,guiltie. 

I {hall difpaire,thcre is no creature loues me, 
And if I die.no foule will pittie me : 

And wherefore fhould thev,fince that I my felfc, 
Findc in my felfe,no pittie to my felfe. 

Me thought thefoulesofall that I muitherd. 
Came to my Tent, and eucry one did threat, 

To morrows vengeance on the head of Richard: 



Enter Rdtchjfe* ^ 



R*tt. My Lord. 

IO. Zoundeswho is there? 

R Ut 4 Ratchffe,my Lord,ti$ I . the early village cocke, 
Hath twife done falutation to the morne, 

Your friends are vp,and buckle on their armor. 

King, ORatclifte,! hauedreamdafearfull dreame. 
What thinkffthou, will our friends prouesll t. ue 2 

7 No doubt my Lord. 

King. ORatc!ifFc,l feare,I feare. 

R*t. Nay good my Lord, be not afraid of fhadowes. 

King. By the ApofHe.Payl, fhadowes to night, 

Haue ftrooke more terror^ to the foule of Richard, 

Then can tliefubftan.ee of ten thoufand fouldiers. 
Armed in proofe, and led by dial Low Richmond* 
Tisnotyet neare dajscome.go with me, ' 

Vnder our 1 cnt> l e play the ewfe dropper, 

T o fee if any meane to ftuinke from me. Fxets* 

Enter the Lords to Richmond. 

Lor. Good morrow Richmond. 

Rich. Crie mcrcie Lords, and watchfull Gentlemen. 

dreames. 



Lor. How haue you flept my Lord ? 

Thefwceteft fleepe andTaiitftbodin 
1 hat cuer entred in a drowliehead, 

Haue Ihncc your departure had my Lords 




Me thought their foules,whofe bodies Richard taartfietod, 
Caraeto my tent, and cried on viftorie, 

I promife you, my foule is very jocund* . 

In the remembrance offo faire a dreame. 

How farre into the morning is it Lords? 

Lo. Vpon the flroke offoure- 

Rich. Why then tis time to arme,and giuc direction. 

H it Oration to his fou Idler i. 

More then I haue faid,louing countrimen. 

The leifure and inforcement of the time, 

Forbids to dwell vpon,vet remember this, 

God, and our good caufc,fight vpon our fide. 

The praiers ofhojy Saints and wronged foules. 

Like high reard bul warkes,ftand before our faces, 

Richard, except thofe whom we fight againft, 

Had rather haue vs winnc,thcn him they follow: 

For, what is he they follow ? trulic gentlemen, 

A bloudie tirant,and a homicide. 

One raifd in bloud,and one in bloud cflablifhed. 

One that made mcanes to come by what he hath. 

And flaughtered thofe, that were the mcanes to helpc hifll. 
A bafe foule (lone, made precious by thefoile, 

Of Englandschaire,whei c he is falfcly fet, 

One that hath euer bene Gods enemie. 

Then if you fight againft Gods enemie, 

God will in iuftice,ward you as his fouldicrs. 

If you doc fwcate to put a tyrant downe, 
y ou fleepe in peacc,thc tyrant being (Line, 

If you do fight againft your countries foes. 

Your countries fat, (hall paic your paines the hire* 

If you do fight in Gfiegard of your wiues, 

Your wines (hall welcome home the conquerors. 

If you do free your children from the fword, 

Y our childrens children quits it in your age: 

Then in the name of God and all thcle rights, . ■ w 

Aduance your ftandards,draw your willing fvwra*, 

For me, the ranfome of nay bold attempt, 

Shw be this colde corps on the earths cold feces 
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But if 1 thviue,thegainc ofmy attempt, 

The lead of you, {ball (hare his part thereof. 

Sound drums and trumpets boldlic,and chearcfullie, 

God.and Saint George, Richmond and viftorie. 

’ Enter King Richard, Rat. &c. 

X/W.What faid Northumberland^ touching Richmond. 
Rat. That he vvasneucr trained vp in armes- 

Kino. He faid the truth, and whatfaid Surrey then. 

Eat. He fmiled and faid,tbc better for our purpofe. 

Kinr. He was in the right,and fo indeed it is; 

Tell the clockc there. The clocks jtnketb. 

Giuc me a calendcr 9 \vho law the Sunnc to cay? 

Rat. Not 1 mV Lord. , , . . 

King- Then he difdaines to (hine,for by the booke, 

He fhould haue braud the Eaft an houre agoc, 

A blacke day will it be to lomc bodie Rat- 
%at. My Lord. 

King. Thcfunnewillnotbefcenetoday, 

The skic doth fiowne,and lowre vpon ourarmic, 

I would thefc devvie tcareswere from the ground, 

Not fhineto day : why, what is that to me? 

Morethento Richmond, for thefclfe-fame hcauen, 

That frownes on me,lookes fadlievpon him. 

Enter Not jfolke. . 

Norjf. Artne,arme,my Lord,the (oe vaunts in the field. 
King. Come,buftle,buftle,caparifon my horle, 

Call vp Lord Stanlic,bid him bring his power, 

I will lead forth, my fouldicrs to the plaine, 

And thus my battaile (hall be ordered. 

My foreword (hall be drawne in length, 

Confiding cquallie of horfc and foore. 

Our Archers (hall be placed in the midit, 

Iohu,Duke of Norffolkc, Thomas Earle of Surrey, 

Shall haue the leading of this footc andhorfe. 

They thus di reft ed,wc w ill follow , 

In the maine battell, whole pui fiance on cither fide, 

Shall be well winged with our cheefeit horfe: 

This, and Saint Gcorgetobootes,whatthinkeftthouNor. 

M2 Agood 
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TheTragedie. 

AV. A good direction warlike foueraigne, He •Jhwttb 
This found 1 on my tent this morning. him a paper, 

lockcy ofNorfolke be not ft bold , 

For Dickon thy majler is bought and fold. 

King. A thing deuifed by the cnemie. 

Go Gentlemen euery man vnto his charge, 

Let notourbabling dicames affright our foules: 
Contcience is but a word that cowards vfe, 

Deuifdat firft to keepe the ftrongin awe> 

Our ft long armes be our confcience fwords.our lawc. 
March on, ioyne brauely ,let vs to it pel! mcll. 

If not to heauen, then hand in hand to hell. 

His Oration to his y}r mie. 

What fhall 1 fay more then 1 haue inferd i 
Remember whom you are to cope withal), 

A fo r t of vagabonds,rafcols and runawai es, 

A fcum of Brittains, and bafe lackey pelants. 

Whom their orecloied country vomits forth, 

To defperate aduentures and aflurd definition. 

You deeping fafe,they bring you to vnreft, 

You hauing landsand bleft with beauteous vviues 
They would reftraine the one.diftaine the other, 

And who doth lead them but a paltrey fellow i 
Long kept in Btittaine at ourmothers coif, 

A milkefopt.onc that neuer in his life 
Felt fo much cold asouer fhooesin fnow: 

Lets whip thefe flraglers ore the feas aga inc, 

Lafh hence thefe ouerweening rags of France, 

Thefe fanii fht beggers wearie of their liues , 

Who but for dreaming on this fbndcxployt, 

For want of means poore rats had hangd themlclues, 

If wc be conquered,! et men conquer vs, 

And not thefe baftard Brittains whom our fathers 
Haue in theirowne land beat cn,bobd and thumpt, 

And in record left them thehcircs offhame. 

Shall thefe enioy our lands, lie with our wi ues i 
Rauilh ourdauchters,harkd hcare their drum. 

Fight Gcutlemcn of England, fight boldly yeomen, 



Draw Ha 
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Prawarchers draw.yourarrowes to the head, 

Spur your proud horfes hard.and ride in bloud. 

Amaze the welkin with your broken ftaues, 
Whatfaicslord Sfanley,wilIhebringhispower? 

Mef. jVlyfordjhedoth denieto come, 

King. OfFwith his fonne Georges head. 

Nor. My lord, the cnemie is paff the marfh. 

After the battaile let George Stanley die. 

King. A thoufand harts are great within my bofome 
Aduance our ftandards,fet vpon our foes. 1 

Our ancient word of courage fere faint George 

Infpire vs with the fplecne of fierie Dragons, 

V pon them, vi torie firs on our helmest Exeunt. 

Alarum, excurfions, Enter (fatesbit. 

C, atef. Refcew my lord of Norflolke,refccw,rcfcew, 

The king enacts more wondersthena man, 

Daring anoppofite to euerie danger. 

His liorfe is flaine,and all on footc he fights, 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death, 

Refccw faire lord,or elfe the day is loft. 

Enter %jchard. 

Kin. A liorfe, a horfe,mv kingdom for a horfe. 

Catef Withdraw my loi d,ile helpe you to a liorfe. 

A mg. SLaue I hau e fet my life vpon a caft. 

And 1 will Band the hazard of the die, 

I thinkc there be fixeRichmonds in the field, 
riue haue I flaine to d«iy>in ftcad offaim, 

A horfe.a horfe, my kingdorne for a liorfe. 

Mar urn, E„ ter Rkhard a ndRichmond y they fight, Richards is 
finny hen retratt being founded. Enter Rtchmod , Haiby be** 
ring the crowiejvitb other Lords ,&c 

“ *”«***> 

Horn the dead temples of fhisbloudte wretch, 

' wrcit)CJU °y it^and make much of it, 

Kick* 
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• Rich. Great God of heauen fay Amen to all. 

But tell me is young George Stanley liuing. 

Her. He is my Lord, and fafe in LefterTowre. 

W hither if it plcafe you, we may now withdraw vs. 

Rich. What men of name are flaine on eithcrfldef 

Iohn D uke of Nor jfolkfy Water Lord Ferris, Jir Robert 
Brookcnbury.c? fir William Brandon. 

Rich. Inter their bodies, as become their births. 
Proclaime a pardon to the fouldiers fled, 

• Thar in fumiflion will returne to vs, 

And then as we haue tane the facrament. 

We will vnite the white rofe and the red. 

Smile heauen vpon this faire coniunflion, 

That long haue frownd vpon their enmitie, 

What traitor heares me, and faips nor Amen: 1 
England harh long beenemaddeandlcardherfelfc, 

The brother blindlie (lied flic brothers blood, 

The lather rafhlte flaughtered his ovvne fonne. 

The fonne cornpeld, been butcher to the hi e. 

All rhisdiuided Yorkeand Lancafter, 

Diuided in their dire dimlion- 
O now let Richmond and Elizabeth, 

The true fuccecdcrsof each royallhoufe, 

By Gods faire ordinance conioine togither , 

And let their heires (God if thy will be fo) 

Enrich the time to corne with {iriooth-faftppeaci, 

W T ith fmiling p'.entieand faire profperous dales, 

Abate the edge of t r.i 1 tors gracious Lord, 

That wou' d reduce thefe bloudie daies againc. 

And makepoorc England weepe in fbeatnes of bloud, 
Let them not Hue to tafte this lands increafe, 

That would with treafon wound this faire lands peace, 
Now ciuill wounds are ftopt,peace lines againc, 

That flic may ^png l’rne heare,Godfay Amen. 

FINIS. 
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